A , . , l 2 "Ad " 6 | 8 hos 
oF - 4 - , . þ ** n Bans "+ 1 : - . i n 
© 4 1 s * a 2 . th - 1 | * ö . — 


. "RO 


El 


te | g . e 19 ;c̃ 


. . 


| 1 | a ie | Yn 2 "TR 11 i 0 WR 07 WAN Wi 
ji 
if th 


' 


Wa 
I 


W. 
* 


4- 


— 


— 
— — — 


—— — 


ö 
| 0 FT 
M. DE v 0 LT A [ R 2 
ist l from the Fay ENCHs is : 
; | = OT. 
8 Vors. HISTORICAL; ; CRITICAL, | 
£ i. 2 AND! EXPLANATORY. | 


57 T. FRANCKLIIN, D. D. 


"Chaplain to his Majeſty, and late Greek Profeſſor * 
2 . the Univerſity of Cambr idge. «1 N A 


15 8 S M O L LE T T., M Db. 


wy AND OTHERS,” 44 | 
A” NEW, EDITION | 
| f VOLUME NV. 3 
= 8 88 == — N => — * 
, L O N D o N, | 8 0 


Printed for. S CROWDER, T. LONGMAN, J. Wilk II, | 
| _ _ CaRnanand NEWBERY, G. RoBinSON, R. B Lo- | 
WIN, J. JOYNSON, F., NEWBERY, W. GOLDSMITH, 
T. EVANS, and W. Fox. | | e 


MoccLXXX. 8 


* 


e 


v4 > ; ö 
» * © a * 0 
AS” | f ©. + _ 
"0%. + j 2 : 
g FY 2 * R. 


1 
ON 2 5 * * x 
0 : , : 
. id Py 0 . 
= # 
* 
* 
— ? | 
* 3 
1 . + 1 * 
= 4 
, "x" 
* 


* 


1 
* 


- 
_—— 


VOLTA 


"4. 


Mr vz 


— 


- P 
* E 
8 
. 
o F =: * 
7 — * 
- Y * 
= # 
2 
* * * 
FP 
. 
ſe a ” If - 
wy 
7 * 
k 
- * . 6 *. 
o 
1 8 
” % 1 
- 
+. 
£ 


\ o 7 


© CR 4 * - 
— ay * 
LY 0 0 
© * „ 5 
| $7, £ N 3 «- 
my *.-, Fa 4 * * ”— . 2 
2 5 "oF of 2 2 . 2 2 
Y „ — * „* 1 * th, 
— e 


6 A 


| | ' 
. This Vo vun contains 
WE» © Tragedy. 9 4 21 / . 


PREFACE to Naninz, a Comedy. »: 0A 
Nai, a Comedy. e 
The BanzZ EA, a Comedy. | 
An ErisrIx DepicaTory to Mr. Farxyzn, 4 
, an Engliþ Merchant, fince Ambaffador t 


& Setond LaTTER to Mr. FALKNER, then Am- 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA, 


* exovz, Widow of Creſ phontes, King of Medene: 
” Eorruvs, Son of Merope. ' — 
Porirnonxzs, Tyrant of Meſſene. 


NAR BAS, an old Man. 
 EvricLes, Favourite of Merope, 
Egon, Fayourite of Poliphontes. 
ISAExIA, Confidant of Meropee | 
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18 ENI, ER OrE. 62 quake. 


a z 8755 IS MEBNIA. „ 
E T not, great queen, thy foul for ever duell 
l On i images of horror and deſpairz ; 
The ſtorm is paſt, and brightet days ſucceed: :. 
Long bal thou taſted heav'n's ſevereſt wrath, 
Enjoy! its bounties now: the jyods, thou feet, 
Have bleſs'd our land with victory and peace; 
And proud Meſſene, after ſifteen years | 51000 1 | 
Of foul diviſion'and inteſtime wars, 8 ak oY | 
Now from her ruins lifts her confring hes, F 
Superior to mis fortune: now no more 
Shalt thou behold her angry chiefs ſupport = 
Their jartint iw reſts, and in guilt done 
United, ſpread deſttustion, blood, and igughters | 15 
Vor. . 3 65 


_— 


;<x 


* 


» 
* * 
— 1 
. 2 
* of % 
* Gy . 
CY 5 » | 2 9 . 
a 24 
| A * 2 "Þ 's 
IN . 3 * 
4 Yes $4 & A 2 *- 
. A 1 1 8 bs 33 * 
— CY 4 N „ 
LY * 2 
_ | 8 - | 
* 


— 
. £ . G 

+ if 5 3 "To ” l 
5 1 k 


75 M K R 0 P E. 
O'er balk hy kingdom, and diſpute the throne © 
| of good Creſphontes : but the miniſters 
Ot heav'n, the guardians of our ſacred laws, 
The rulers, and the people, ſoon ſhall meet, 
Free in their choice, to fix the pow'r ſupreme: 
If virtue gives the diadem, tis thine : 
Thine by irrevocable right: to the, 
The wido of Creſphontes, from our kings 
Deſcended, muſt devolve Meſſene's throne: 
Thou, whom misfortunes and firm con ſtancy 
Have made but more illuftrious, and more dear; 
| Thou, to | whom. ey ry heart in ſecret ty'd —— 
| MEROP E. 
No news of Narbas ſhall I derer Oy | 
50 child 1 {hag 18 
IS MENIA. . 
1 eee ha 
Hive been diſpatch'd on every ſide; the paths 
Of Elis all are open to their ſearch : 
Doubtleſs the object of your fears is nb 
In faithful hands, -who will e to 1731 
2 den ſacred truſt. 
neee 
Z Immortal tb who fo 
3 10 i e will ye reſtore my ſon? 
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My wretched infant? O preſerve him ſtill, 


He is your ſon, che pare the ſpotleſs blood © 2n 


"The WINS: whoſe/aſties T adore, © | 


| But eteford muſt this tender balkon turn 
| Thy! ſoul aſide from ev'ry other Lee 


Te duty of a queen, your character, $944 64+ 
And noble rank; tho' in his infant years 


'You lov'd this ſon, yet little have you ſeen 
Or known of bim. * 


M E R O E. of 


And ſhield bim from the eruel murth'rer's hand! 


Of your Alcides. Will you not protect 883 
The dear, dear image of the beſt of men, 


ISMENI A. B46; 


5 M E ROPE. 
1. am 4 mother: e can't thou te oe? 


A 18 MENT "13 A Mr ni ffs: 
A mother 8 fondneſs ſhou'd i not thus efface a lh 


z 4 TOS) Nerd ; ba £3 
MER OE. . 5 
Not ſeen him, my beste? 4 
O he is ow preſent to my heart; n 
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Time has no pow't to loofe fuch bonds: as theſe; | 
His dinger fill awakens'all my Feard > 35129; 
And doubles my affection: once Pye here 
From Narbas, and but once theſe four years 100 


And that; alas! but made me more unhappy. | g 
een > B 2 dads TR” : 
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= Egighus, then e 
= Albetter fate; he's worthy of his mother, 
| And ofithe gods, his great- progenitors 3 
5 _ ExpovYd toev'ry ill, his virtue braves, ... 
And will ſurmount them: hope.for.ev'ry Ga 
= - E rom him, but be aware.of Poliphontes. 
i= + 1ISMENIA.. | 
Prevent hiding wanne reins of empire 
In your own hands. : | es | 
| MEROPE- IE 
=_ That empire is my ſon's: 
| ""Perdidon © on the cruel. ſtep- mother, 
The lover of herſelf, the ſavage heart, 
_ That cou'd enjoy the pleaſures of a throne, 
And diſinherit her own blood! O no: Ifmenia, 
If my Zgiſthus lives not, what is. empire, 5 
Or what is life to me! I ſhou'd renounce them. 7 
I ſhou'd have dy'd when, my unhappy _ 
Was baſely flain, by men and gods betray'd. We 
O perfidy! O guilt! O! fatal day! 8 
O death ! for ever. preſent to my fight! Mes 
Metchinks ev'n-now I hear the diſmal ſkrieks; 
1 hear them cry, O fave the king, his wife, - 
' His ſons;“ I ſee the walls all ſtain'd with, load, 15 
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Riſe to the rank of his gfe⸗ t adcelfors!” © 


eee avg 
; Well! oh: of Narbas, and 1 for? 7 | 


1 E R n „ 
Beneath the ſmoking ruins, fear end tumult | 
On ev'ry fide, arms, torches, death, and horror; . 


1 Then, roll'd i in duſt, and bathing i in his s blood, 
= Creſphontes preſs'd me to his arms, uprais'd  _ 

His dying eyes, and took his laſt farewell; 
Whilſt his two hapleſs babes, the.tender fruits 


"Lt 7 9 


Of our firſt love, thrown on the bleeding boſom * 
Of their dead father, liſted up the hands 


Of innocence, and: begg d m/ tn protect them 


Againſt the barbrous murtherers; A giltliua '': /. 
Alone eſcap'd : ſome god defended him. Re 
O thou who did'ſt protect his infaney, 


Watch oer and guard him, bring him to A? 97% 


O let him from ingloefouy ſolitude.” 191275 


Te borne bis abſence long, and grurd in chai 
Theſe fifteen years; now let Egifthus reign 
Inſtead. of Merope : for all my pains  _ 
And ſorrows m— de that the Wt an. 
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We've ſearch'd the banks of Peneus, and the geld 
Of fair Olympia, e eyen to the walls 25 1 
Of proud 'Salmoneus, but no Narbas t there 4 Suite 6 1 
1s to be found or heard of, not a trace 5 ; 
Remaining of him. * g 17770 ; 4 
{ e MERO PE... f 
* eee is ve mote. bognrl TO) | | 
2 And all 1 nnd 22634 nd r fleizg ts | 
| ISMENIA.. Be val A 
'Whate'er thy fears . 5 
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1 fland CPA thee ; all our cares are vain; I : 4h 


il belicy'ſ; and yet who knows but now, j 
Eva while we ſpeak, the happy Nerbas comes 6 1 
"BY crown 5 wiſhes, and reſtore thy fon; 2158 iy y 
. "ZURICLEs. © 19798 8 
Petiaps his love,” temper'd with fair diſcretion, 93 | 
Wich ſong conceal'd ÆEgiſthus from the eyes 
Of men, may bide'his purpos'd journey from thee: 
He dreads the tnurth'ters hand, and fill protects him 
From thoſe who flew Creſphontes:; ; We muſt ſtrive 
I's artful methods to elude the rage 
' That gannot be oppos'd n Irhave ſecur d . 
Their paſſage hither, and have plac'd ſome friends 
. Of moſt approved yalour, whoſe ſharp eyes 
Wil look abroad, aud ſafe conduct them to "lies: 
121492 + # ME ROPE. 
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u ek, 

15 MEROrxR 1550 bak 

[Pre plic's my ben eee e eis pa 
zukrerks Ain 

But wht T can all my wither" 90 Ur wt 


And faithful cares avail thee, when the people” | may 
Already meet to rob thee of thy right, 444 uf f myo 1 
And place another on Meſſene's throne ? 3 


Injuſtice triumphs, and the ſhameleſs croud, | r 
In proud contempt of ſacred lays, | incline hi | 1 15 
To Poliphontes, yo FIR > te Te 
MEROPE; 11 4593 he | 

5 | Am 1 fall Leer e 13961 94 P 
| And ſhall my ſon return to be * 


| <6 > , 
To ſee a ſubjec rais'd to the high ank e 
Of his great anceſtors, the blood of ae role 


VDebas'd, degraded, fore d to own a maſter. 
Have I no friend, no kind protector left? 8 N ; 5 
Ungrateful ſubjects! have you no regard, 2 
No rey'rence for the mem'ry of Creſphontes? ane 
Have you ſo ſoon forgot his Slorious r "Ip ety 
e r W FIT 


EURICLES. 1 7 ; : 3 
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1 py 
2 &} T5 ; 
we 4 © % 4 


"7 Still his name is dear, 1 050% 1 


ill oy: regret "ah ſtill they weep his fate, 1 
ap 3 1 And 
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For ever ie: but let us hence, and ftrive | 


| | a Flatter their hopes; N Euricles, 


And alty thine : Web indmbdates, vw 
nn Sp 
 MEROPE,; BY 
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Thus, by my people ſtil] pes. Lice 705 
Juſtice give way to faction, int'reſt ſtill, 

The arbiter of fate, ſells needy virtue 1 
To pow'rful guilt; the weak muft to the ftrong 


To fire o once more their coward hearts to 
And fierce reſentment, for the it injur'd blood 
Of Hercules: excite the people's love; 


Ta VIS 


. rorterze. | 

978575 Way Fre fail too muck | 
Already; Panghtiis adam; MN 
He dreads'your fo; he dreads your very tears: ? 1 
Reſtleſs ambition, that holds nothing dear r 
Or facred but if, has RIG his be M- 
15 
( 


With bitteHelv und pride: becauſe he drove 

The ruffian Haves from Pylos and Amphryſa, 

£ And fav'd Meſſene from a band of robbers, 

Wl He claims it as bis conqueſt: for himſelf. 

Alone he aste, am wou'd enſlave us all: 7 

18 —— RK aol Genin WITTE: 
1 5 : | Wou d ps 


5 ds „ 198 
Wou'd throw doien ev fence, break every law. ; 


Spill any blood that ſhall oppoſe him: they . 
Who kill'd thy huſband were not more revengeful, | 
1 8 bloody, than the cruel Poliphontes. TW. 
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I am entangled i in ſome fatal ſnare __ þ 5 75 | 


On ev'ry fide; danger and guilt ſurround me; 
This Poliphontes, this ambitious op 5 
Whole crimes —— . nr 220 
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SCENE RM 
wanorx, PO LIPHONTES, 3 BROX, 


2 12 


He's here: you muſt Jiſemble., 


1 


* POLIPHONTES. 33 an 


Madam, 
At rag I come to lay my heart before you: 
I've ſerv's the ſtate, and my ſucceſsful tolls 
Have open'd me a paſſage to the throne: f 
Th' aſſembled chiefs a while ſuſpend their choice, % 
But ſoon muſt fix it, or on Merope, 
Or Poliphontes : the unhappy feuds _ 
That laid Meſſene waſte, and fill'd the lang 
With blood and laughter, all are bury'd * 
In peaceful harmony, and we alone 
Remain en the falr inberitance. n WW 
va: | B 5 „ 


gs mM E R O 1 K. 

We Bede ſuppdrt each other's mutual claim; - 
Our, common! in reſt, .and « our common foes, . ts 
b + Love for our country, reaſons duty, all ie IN ; of 
Conſpire to join us, all | unite to fay F 
The warrior, who reveng'd thy huſband, he 
Who ſav'd thy kingdom, may aſpire to thee... 

«1 know theſe hoary locks, and wrinkled brow, | 

. Have little charms to pleaſe : a youthful fair one. . * 
Thou' rt in the bloom of ſpring, and may'ſt deſpiſe 
The winter of my days; but ſtateſmen heed not 
Such fond objections: jet the royal wreath 

Hide theſe grey hairs, a ſceptre and a queen 

Will tecompenſe my toils: nor think me raſhs p 
Or ain; you are the. daughter of a king, 

I know you ate, but your Meſſene wants 

A maſter now; therefore remember, madam, 

If you wou'd keep your right, you muſt—divide it. 


| * "MEROPE. b Gent! 


Helv; 5 chat aflidte n me with its bitt "reſt \ woes, 
Prepar'd me not for this, this cruel inſult: 
Ho dar'ſt thou aſk it? wert thou not the ſubject 
Of great Creſphontes? think ft chou 1 ** 117 4 
Betray the mem iy of my deareſt lord, N 1 45 
Jo ſhare with ther his ſon's inheritance, 


to i hands his doth arid his mother? 
"IF 4 he " Think 


3 


Ader be? D Fefe 2% W : 
routronres. | 
C Aenne Wt $317 F-- 4 is our 


To rule the . which his a arm m defended ID 
What was the firſt that bore the name of king, 
But a ſucceſsful ſoldier ? he who ſerves. i 


His country well, requires not. anceſtry, n 
To make him noble: "the inglorious] blood, 


Which I receiv'd from him who gave me lifes, . 12 

I ſhed aſteady, in my. country? s cauſe, i 
It flow'd for thee ; z and, ſpite of ty proud gen, ”; 11 

I muſt at leaſt be equal to the Kings 5 * ths +220 
I hays ſubdued *: bat te to be brief with you, * ade 2 
The throne will ſoon be wice, and Merope Aut __ 
May ſhare it with me, if her pride will deign: 134 


Ne mg 4b 144th 


T' Ne it: Tre A pow! ul party, a madam... 


| (1 MEROPE:. n zu 02 001 mart 
A party !' wretch, to trample on our laws: 42 10 
Is there a party, which, thou. dar ſt ſupport. 1 | 


Againſt the king's, againſt the:royal race We n 


Is this thy. faith, thy ſolemn vowe, thy oaths... 185 5 


Sworn ig Crelphontes, and. toanc1z(the lere. 
The honour Par. to by illuſtrious 


l. 
* 


e 
—— 


M E R OP E. 1 ina 
Think'f thou the n wreath was made to bind 


0 oat 


% 


; 97 b rar 
nl. | Bb. 9 : * 2 His 


M E A4 OR. 
2 His wretched widow, and bis hapleſs ſong 
The gods he ſprang from, and the throne they 1 


r doubtful whether yet your ſon . 3 
But grant tdat from the manſions of the dead, 


fe ſhou'd return, and i in the face of heavn 
Demand his throne, believe me when I ſay 
Hie wou'd demand in vain ; Meſſene wants 
A maſter worthy of her, one well prov'd, 
Wy A kiog who cou'd defend her: he alone 
Wl Shou'd wield the ſceptre who can beſt royenge 
yl His country's cauſe: Egiſthus i is a child, 


wh Yet unexperienc'd i in the ways of. men, 
And therefore little wilt his birth ayail him; 
WW Nought hath he done for us, and nought deſery d: 
He cannot purchaſe at ſo cheap a rate 
Meſſene's throne, the right of pow'r ſupreme. 
Deſcends no more, the gift of nature, here 
From ſon to ſon; it is the price of toil, | 
| Of labour, and of blood 3 tis virtue meed, | 
Which I ſhall claim: n eee 
mW The ſavage fons of Pylos and Amphryſa, 
WI  Thoſclawlefs plund'rers? think on your Creſphontes, ; 
And your defericeleſs children, whom they flew: 
Wood yout eourtty wen f who opg u Web yt r. 
— He ts. Þ Who - 


n 
* 
* 5 
4 . 


M' E R 0 P E. 13 

ho put your foes to light, and chaſed . 7 

Did not this arm revenge that murther'd lord 

hom yet you weep? theſe, madam, are ange, 
de rights of valour: this is all my rag. 

nis all my title, and let heay 'adecide it. WORK I 

thy Zgiſthus comes, by me perhaps 

may be taught to live, by me to reign: 

hen ſhall he ſee how Polipbontes guides 

he reins of empire. I eſteem the blood 

great Aclides, but I fear it not; 

ok beyond Alcides' race, and fain Fo 

Wou'l imitate the god-from whom he ſprung « : 

Pou'd defend the mother, ſerve the fonz; * © 

an example to Him, and a ſins. Yi Ng 


"MEROPE. 


fir, 30 tides'of your affected c cares; 

dur gen'rous offers, meant but to inſult 

y hapleſs ſon; if you would wiſh to tread 
great Alcide's ſteps, reſerve the crown - 
his deſcendant: know, that demi-god 
Ws the avenger of wrong'd innocence; 

$ raviſher, no tyrant ;' take thou care, 

d with his valour imitate his juſtice; 
tec the guiltleſs; and defend your king, 7459737 
+ opp cap et arp ann 
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16 N E R OP EZ. 

If chou wot gain the mother, ' ſeek the ſon ;- 

Go, bring him to me; bring your maſter hefe; 
And then perhaps I may deſcend to ue” (n 
But I will never be thevile-accomhplice,- | 
Or the reward ed guile lice thine.. - 


Tm vg 45:95 1 <Þ 
77 SC E'N E IV. | 
| i 3 | 85 kor Is 12105 
| 42 nem 1 25 
1 een MV jord,. „ 


Did you.expeA to. move her ? "Does the throne | 
- | Depend on ber capricious will ? Muſt he wth 
Conduct you to it! 0 48 5 


They? uns hrs nd. £443 At bf 

n ; POLIPHONTES.. 

| © *D wixt that throne and me, 1 
| Frox, I ſeea dreadful precipice e 

I muſt o'erleap, orperiſh : Merope fo 14 
© Expects Ægiſthus;. and the be wank 

wo he returns, perhaps may bend towards n N 

In vain his father's and bis brother's blood, 

Have open'd wide my paſſage to the throne ; an it 

In vain bath fortune caſt her friendly veil; ;..,, -,.- 

Oer all my crimes; in vain have I oppreſs d 


_ *The blood of kings; whilſt. the deluded 38 
. me as their friend, il yet there-lives 5 


$54 - 


-- 


Af 698 1 
1. K 


n % e # 

A hateful offipring of Alcides race: N 
If this lamented fon — ky, 10 

Behold Meſſene, fiſteen years of toi! 942 4 £4 IV | 1:4 

At once are loſt, and all my hopes 0 'erthrown > 

All the fond prej adice of birth and blood = 

Will ſoon fevive.the mem' ry of Creſphontes, 

A hundred kings for his proud anceſtors, 

The boaſted honour of a race divine, 

A mother's tears, her ſorrows, her deſpair; | 

All wih conſpirè to ſhake my feeble pow : fs 

Ægiſthus is a foe I muſt ſubdue: ies: 

T1 wou'd have eruſtid the ſerpent in his hell, 

But that the diligent and ſubtie Narbas 10 

Convey'd him hence, eber ſince that time coca“ 

In fome far diſtant land, he hath eſcap'd _ | 1 93 

My narroweſt ſearch, and baffled all my care : By 

I ſtopp'd his couriers, broke een in nA 

Twixt him and. Merope; but fortune oft. 

Deſerts us: ſrom the ſilence of oblivion, ._ 

| Sometimes a ſecret may ſpring forth; and heav'i Dy. | 

B. low and neren brin hah vengeance. 


an E RO Xx. Nenne 1 1 
25 n on thy ten fate „ 1 L 
Prudence, thy guardian god, ſhall till 12004, thee +! 5 


Thy orders are __y the Mute e waten 
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5 Each avenue to Elis and Meſſen e:: 
If Narbas brings Zgiltus here, they both, 


Miuſt die. v 
a ; POLIPHONTES.” Mt blogs! 


| an 7 can'ſt thou 3. on o woc 
1 Whom thor haſt ere to intercept them? 


a eee ee 
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| 1.6 0-97: Vas 2 
None of ch e HY blood'is Ap 7 
Or the king's name whom they muſt ſacrifice. 
Narbas is painted to them as a traitor, 
A guilty vagabond, that ſeeks ſome place 
"Np Of refuge; and the other, as a flave, 
A murth' rer, to be yielded up to a 


| *POLTPHONTES. 
8 11 muſt be o: this crime, and I have done; 
| And yet, when I have rid me of the fon, 
I muſt poſſeſs the mother : twill be uſeful: 
P chall not then be branded with the nam 
Ok an ufurper; ſhe will bring with her 
= Anoble portion in the people's love n 
I xxo their hearts are notinclin'd to me; 
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_— fears dejeRted; or inflam'd with "ow; Sand? 
Ii Stin in extremes, the giddy multitude 15 
42 Tumultuous . iar reſt only binds "FAN 3 
| | et oe $9) wg That 
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hat makes them mine. Erox, thy fate depends 
Vn my ſucceſs; thou art my beſt ſupport: 
Wo, and unite. them; bribe the ſordid wretch . 
ith: gold to ſerye me, let the ſubtle courtier 
pet my favours; raiſe the coward ſoul, 

nſpire the valiant, and careſs the bold ; 

Perſuade and promiſe, threaten and implore : 
hus· far this ſword had brought me on my way; 
But what by courage was begun, by art 

Me muſt complete; that many-headed,monſer, 
he people, muſt be ſooth'd by fatt'ry's pow” A 
I'm fear'd a but 1 W ou'd be low d. 


Ac n. $SCENEL _ 
MkRO PR. EURICLES, nnn 
3 MERoOP E. e, 
AST. thou heard nothing: of my dear 

"ZEgiſthus ? | 
o news from Elis frontiers ? O, too well 


know the cauſe of this. ill -boding. ſilence! 
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4 BURICEES: 

In all our ſearch we have diſcover'd 4 . 

| Save a young ſtranger, recking with the blood 
Of one whom. he had ee we have ae. 
And brought him Macher. Oe 18 


LT MEROPE., t ir 65-60 Ah: 11 
Ln Gb 477, 21S r 5 


A FO 600 l whom, think'@ thou, he has ſlain? 
My blood runs cold.” [OTE RT eee Lig 16+ 1 - 
1 Tf * kbukierks. $64 n 
The mere effect of live = - 
Q 1 And NP each little circumſtance by 
Alarms a ſoul like thine, that eber dwells 1 
Ofrone fad object; tis the voice of nature 2 


And will be heard; but let not this diſturb thee, 
A common accident: our borders long 

Have been infeſted with theſe ruſſian layer, 

The baneful fruit of our inteſtine broils; 
Juſtice hath Joſt her pow! r; our huſbandmen 

| Call on the gods for vengeance, and lament” Y 
The blood of half their fellow-citizens, = * ＋ 
Slain by each other's hand: but, ve _ 
Ibeſe terrors ate not thine. 4 5 
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'MEROPE 


MEROQPELE 
| MEROPE......: RT. 
ends bara? Who is this ranger? 
A beg ps bay how en, 
ETD eee 
eee 
Such he appears ; brought up to infamy, 
0 9 ſorrow. 
. oof 'M Hare hc eg ny 
2 Welli, no matter n 
Or what he is; 3 be brought We 3A 
Important truths are often brought to light 
By meaneſt inſtruments. Perhaps my ſoul 
Is too much mov d pity a 5 N. 
Pity a mother who has alto fear "| 1 . LY 
And nothing: to neglect: let him en W 
Pl ee and queſtion him. rut hi: 
__ EURICLES, 
1 2.004 11:25 Tor orders, LEG 
all be abr Dan ttt un; che 9 
801-03 E223 mol 168 2398, ning L 
| Tell 'em to bring bin , 
Before the queen, 2455) 8 
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4 % Jilemwnnr my cares abe vin; A 
But grief ore and hurries me to a, 
2 en 
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22 i 
Perhaps imprudent ; but you kriow I've caufe 
For my deſpair; they have dethron'd my ſon, 


And would inſult the mother: Poliphontes' 


Hath ta'en advantage of my-helpleſs ** 
And dar'd to * me his hand. 
| 'E URICLE 8. | 
OP Thy woes 
Are greater even than thou think It they are. 
I know this marriage wou'd debaſe thy honour, 
And yet I ſee it muſt be ſo j thy fate 
Hath bound thee to it by the cruel tis 
Of dire neceſmy: I know it wers 
A dreadful aſpect, yet perehance may prova 
The only means of placing on the throne 
Its rightful maſter, ſo th aſſembled chiei se 
8 ſoldiers think ; they wiſh=— 
MEROPE. 
21 My ſon wou'd ne er 
Confent to . no: poverty and ex ile, 
With all their pains, were far leſs dreadful to bim 
Than theſe baſe nuptials. 
i 
| If ' aſſert his rights 
| Alone, ſuflic'd to ſent 3 on the throne, 
Doubtlel his pride wou'd urs he ſhameful bond: 
; But 
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WB ut if his ſoul is by misfortune taught d 

o-know itſelf,” if prudence guides his ſteps, 

Ir nis own int reſt, if his ee ä 

4 nd above all, neceſſity, the firſt - 1 

Of human laws, have any . FOR him, 

e wou'd perceive, that his unhappy mother 

u'd not beſtow on him a dearer mark 

57 her affection. 

© MEROPE. ay 
Ha! what ſay'ſt thou? 

BF URICLES. | 
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| . N. ruth, 1 
nwelcome truth, x nothing but my zeal, 
\nd your misfortunes, ſhou'd have wreſted from me. 
NME ROPE. 
ou'dſt thou perſuade me then, that int reſt e er 
an get the better of my fix'd averſion 


For Poliphontes, you who painted _ 
n blackeſ colours to me ? | 


EURICLES. 
TEAR A I deſcribe him 
Ghar be is, moſt dangerous and bold; 
know his raſhneſs, and I know his pow'rz 
ought can reſiſt him, he's without an heir. 
0 en that: nr, you love Ægiſthus. 
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Ido; and 's that love-which makes che tyrant 
Still more deteſted: wherefore talk'ſt thou thus 


| MEROPE, EURICLES, EGIST Hus in chain : 


@.GISTHVS, at the bottom of the lage. [To les 


| Amidft the deſert wild where I was hid 7 


= And guard thy image: virtue on a throne 
Is ſure the firſt and faireſt work of heav'n. - : 
| £4 Fo bed | MEROPI 


. = = - an ag * 
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- \MEROPE., .. 
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Of marriage and of empire? ſpeak to me 

Of my dear ſon; and tell me vif be lives; 1 

Inform me, Euricles. 719 5 SG 
EURICLE 8. 

Behold the Wr 

Whom you deſir d to queſtion; ſee, he comes. 


SCENE II. 


ISMENIA, Guards. 


9 24 


Is that the great unfortunate, the queen, | 
Whoſe glory and whoſe ſorrows reach'd ev 'n . 


IS MEN I A. 

Tis ſhe, POD . 
Ts EGISTHUS. 1 
Thou great creator of mankind! 

Thou, who didſt form Rar matchleſs e lol 


down: | | rr an: 2 
b : ” * ® nl 1 217 


* E O E. ng 
ö | /MEROPE. „ 
Y Is that the murth'rer. Can ſuch features hide 
2 A cruel heart? Come near, unhappy youth, 
Be not alarm'd, but anſwer me; whoſe blood 
Is on thy hands??? | 
AGISTHUS. 3 1 
DO, queen, forgive me; fear, 
Reſpect, and grief, bind up my trembling lips. 
{Turning to Euricles, 
I cannot ſpeak; her preſence ſhakes my ſoul | 
With terror and amazement. 


MEROPE. 


rain TY, 
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nen Tell me whom 
Thy arms has Nain 175 
GIS THuUs. | 
Some bold preſumptuous RY 
: Whom fate condemn'd to fall the wretched wien | 


Of his own raſhneſs. | 

MEROPE. 

| Ha! a youth! my blood 
Runs cold d within me: didſt thou know him 1 

"EGISTHVS.' 4 


de ue. 
Meſſene 9 . her _ and citizens, | 
Are new to me. 4 33 

MEROPE. 


a6 M E R OP E. 
JJ -_ ASSO. | 
a —— 
Attack thee then? "tas in thy own defence ? 4 


EAGISTHUS. 
Heav'n is my witneſs, I am innocent. 
Juſt on the borders of Pamiſus, where 
A temple ſtands, ſacred to Hercules, 
Thy great progenitor, I offer'd up 
To the avenger of wrong'd innocence | 
My humble prayers for thee; I had no victims, 
No ptecious gifts to lay before him; all | 
I had to give him, was a ſpotleſs heart, 
And ſimple vows, the poor man's hecatomb: 
It ſeem'd as if the god receiv'd-my homage 
With kind affection, for I felt my heart 
By more than common teſolution fir'd : 
Two men, both arm'd, and both en ſur- 
pris'd me; The 
One in the bloom of youth, the other funk 
Into the vale of years: what brings thee here ? 
They cry'd,. and wherefore for-Alcides' race 
Art thou a ſuppliant? At this word they rais'd 
The dagger to my breaſt ; but heav'n preſerv'd me. 
| Pierc'd o'er-with-wounds,. —— them fell 
Dead at my * z the other baſely. fled - 


Like 


* off 1 as 
M E A Of: * 1 * ** 
Like an aſſaffin: knowing not what blood n . 
I might have ſhed, and doubtful of my fate, 5 
I threw the bloody vorpſe into the ſea, jy 
And fled; your foldiers ſtopp'd me; at the name 
Of Merope, I yielded up my arme, 
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And wy * ee me hither. * HH 
ate? * EURICLES.” AT w 
My royal miſtreſs? n A 
MEROPE. 0145305 
Shall I own it to thee # 
I melted with compaſſion, as he told 
His melancholy tale; I know not Wh 
But my heart ſympathis'd with bis diſtreſs : WE 452 1 
It cannot be, I bluſh to think it, yet | 
Methought I trac'd the features of — 
Cruel remembrance! wherefore am I W „ 
With ſuch, deceitful i r as "> e 
Such fond deluſions? 11 #u avs F $46 | 
RURICLES. heh 4 
Do not then e 3 1 * 4 


| Such vain ſuſpicions; he's not that barbari an, be 
On TION: Which we thought him. I baA_. 
NERO E. he ee 

. "6 No: 

Heav'n hath imprinted on his open front, 18 
Vox, IV. . | "1 +: 2 BE. "The 
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In Elis! ſayſt thou? Knoveſti than aught of ach 


Who was thy father pl. 


* 


The marks of capdour, ain, u 511. 

Where ö b. bun hct ound zn | 

EL £ ip 41 iO West att: don: ] 

„ Sn r In Elis. bn! 
at hn TO 14.280121 

oaftginl gen Hal Wed bi bt 


r of Mgiſthus? Never hath that name 
Vet reach'd thine ear? N rank ondition, friends, 


1 . 


595 elergus HAY 64 445. 
Polycletes, n madam, * 23.37 


A poor old man: to Narbas, of Kyilthus, | 


77 4 


Of whom thou ſpeak, Fa am a i ftran We Ba | 
„ | - RA 

1 4 0 29711387 Gade rel 

Why N r egen, ons 


And now my eyes are plung'd in deepeſt ih: fa 


Say, what rank did thy parents hold in Greece? 

iss. 8 5 
If virtue made nob ty, old Sirr is 
And Polycletesg m whoſe bteod L Hprang, Jn 3 
Are not to be deſpis'd i their ſot indeed 


Was Kumble, but their ex 7 virtues, 


Again 14 An' * 2 


dee 


93 
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M. E R O EK. 
Cloth'd in his ruſtic garb, my haneſt father 
Obeys the lawe, does HS he can, 
And 12 e hai 25 94 54 454 
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105 drangely be affects * . word 
Has ſomg,new; charm: 5 
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"efi$3:6 rap ins iu, Balbo 


But  wherefore. left you than, 


The good old man ? It mot b be dreadful. 60 him 
To loſe a ſon like thee, 15 ** 
Hs TU 8. 192 
= A fopd gelfre 
Of glory led me hither: hs # had, heard 


ne 5171 enn 11 45 


Of your Meſſene's troubles, and your on: 
Oft have I heard o of the illuſtrious queen, _ 
Whoſe virtues merited a better fate; | 
The ſad pecital moy'd my ſ ſoul; ec 

To ſpend at Elis my Inglorious days, 

T long'd to brave the terrors of the held 
Beneath thy banners: this was my deſign, 
And this alone: an idle thirſt of fame 
Miſled ny ſteps, and in their- helpleſs age | | 
Perſuaded me to leave my wretched parents: 
'Tis my firſt fault, and I have ſuffet'd for it: 


Heav'n bath aveng'd Geireanſe; and 4 am fall'n 
Into a ſatal ſnare, «0345 5 blog ith DIG 426 
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| Cannot be guilty; falſehood never dwells | 


Whenee are 1 fears? 


/- »MEROPE. oh dj 
412 Tis plain he is not, Net 


Wich ſuch ingenuous ſweet ſimplicity: 2) 


 Heav'n has conducted here this hapleſs youth, 


And I will ftretch GO I Wii: 


11 is enough for me he is a man, 
And moſt unfortunate ; my ſon perhaps 


Ev'n now laments his more diftrefsfu] fate: 0 
O he recalls Ægiſthus to my thoughts: 
Their age the ſame; perhaps Xgiſthus now 


Wanders like him from clime to clime, unknown, 


Unpity'd, ſuffers all the bitter woes 


And cruel ſcorn that waits on penury: 


Mis'ry like this will bend the firmeſt ſoul, 


And wither all its virtues: lot ſevere 


For a king's offipring, and the blood of gol! 
O if at leaſt —— | 


SCENE III. 
MRO R, KIs rus, EURICLES, ISMENTA, 4 


ISMENIA. 3 0 
Hark! madam, heard you not 
T heir loud EI bn cries? You know not ob 


MEROPE. 


7 * 


wy 


2 1SMENIA. 


M E R O EU 


7 8 M E N I A. . 
(661 e eee 
The 3 flatter his ambition, 21 


And give their voices for . he is r 


Meſſene's king: tis done 
EGISTHU 8. we 
1 thought the: = LY 

Hal ns the thee af. tay dealt Radha 2 
Plac'd Merope: O heav'n! the greater a1 
Our rank on earth, the more have we to fear: 
A poor abandon'd exile like myſelf,  — 
Is leſs to be lamented than a queen: | 
But we bow: all our ſorrows. | 

| babe ll of, 
4 "EURICLES. xxo Merope. 

I, foretold it: 

You were to blame to ſcorn his 4 hand, 
And brave his pow, 3 | 
MERO PE. . 
I ſee the precipice 15 
That opens wide its horrid gulph before me; 
But men and gods deceiv'd me; I expected 
Juſtice from both, and both refus'd to grant it- 
r 
I will aſſemble yet our little force | 
of rolty friends, to anchor enen * 
8 3 a And 
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42 NM E R Of FE: 
And fave it from the futy of the ſtorm; 
To ſhield thee fromthe ifiſults of a . | 


And the pre e. an ungra teful people. 


S8 CNE IV. 


MER OP E,. 1SMENTA. 
ISMENTA, 


_ Tis nut the pedple's fault; they love you ſtill, 


And wou'd'preſerve the honour of your crown: 
They wiſh to ſee you! join'd to Poliphontes, . 
That from your band he them might feom held 


aan E. i 262% 1 
| Ty ryan. 
5 Xgilttits, and enſlave his mother. 

IS ME NIA. 


They call you tc to the throne of your: fore · fathers: 
Obe y cir voice; it is the \ voice of heay'n n. 


, 


ME ROPE. 
And woud'ſt thou have me purchaſe empty honours 


. With infamy : and ame? 


8.0 E N E v. 
MEROP x. BURITICLEsõ, 1SMENTA. 
: | EURTICLES; - 
O quecn, I trtinble 


To ſand Before thee: now en thy heart 1 
| or. 


1 * W e r 3 


For the moſt dreadful ſtroke i call forth thy courage 


To beat Mp. Btu a 2 
Sy 2645: + MEROP.E, Th 1 47 22m} wav 
| aid erh ba: dA DP courage Jefty % 2211 
Tia worn put by misfortune: fa. 77 


Proceed, inform me. 


pally 430 . 36; TI] 5 


5 Goon: my (0d em 
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41 EURICLES. * 
en q He's degd: . 2 
It is too true: ide bes del 8 e 0 we” 


Your deen bee Active zeal. 77 
5 . K K 0 PE, 


N Ae 2 ea y py 3 151 WW 7 
nn, Pa fr wy 955d going! god's 


ITHENT&. 
af SO gods! 3 1 ; 
URI HE 


„dne on eue Some bab ahn 
ca a pt ie med rte 99 
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4 The  borri@ WAP Tones 27 Hoa nord) Latl 
EY „ MEROPE. 


enn 

Sins tt. n ME ROPE. ; Ain 34% 160 
c Wa On.) TRE {1 1 

Why ſhines the ſun on ſuch'a wreteh as me? 


He's loſt; he's gone: what eruel hand deftroy'd him! 
 Who'ſhed his blood, the laſt of m fad race * ; 


r " 
It was that ranger, that abandon'd ſlave, 
Whole perſecuted virtue you admir'd, * 
For whom ſuch pity roſe i in your kind break | 
Ex n be whom you \protedted. 


 MEROPE. 
eu i bel 
Was de chat monſter? 


Ae ant eilt ee: 21 
BURICLES. 1k bann wer 
We, have certain proofs, 
| And haye diſcover'd two of his companions, 
Who, lurking here, were ſtill in ſearch of Narbavgs, 
Who had eſcap'd ther: he who flew EKgiſthus © 
Had taken from your ſon theſe precious ſpoils, : 
[The armour is ſhewn ata . at the farther 
| end of the ſtage. 
The armour which old Narbas <S from hence. 


The traitor, that he might. not be giſeqverid, 55 1 


Had thrown alide theſe bloody witneſſes,” , ol 26 T 
| | f M EROPE.. 


— 
LY 


„ ee, ©. 
ME ROPE. 


What haſt thou told me? O theſe wrembling bands. h 
Did on Creſphontes put that very armour | 

When firſt he went to battle. Ye dear . | 

O to what hands were ye deliver'd! Oy. 
Fo ſeize this ſacred. armoure. | „n 


" BURICLES., Ki in rota 4 
nn Tu the fame” 18 
Fgifbus di bring hither. | 5 . uy 
MEROPE. | „ 
TF Now behold oe” l 
Stain'd with his blood . but i in Alcides' temple 
Did. they not ſee a poor old man? 1 
RURICLES. 1115 
N Tuns Narbas: 79 


TON | ae n 
e MER Ork. GE n bh 
Mer O dreadful truth! 


The villain, tooonceal his crime, hath caft 
His body to the waves, and bury'd, him. : 
In the rude ocean: Ol ſee it als: 's 6a 
All my fad. i O m unhappy ſon ! 
EURICLE SJ. * 
Wow'd you: not hee wont brought ble you, 
Wann TN 13K 
1:40 A AV C's. 80 E N E. 


1 


— -- 


i 


1 
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s NE ui. 
* phonons; EURICESS, 1SMENIN, tox, Suit, 
Ma ee 
98 Permit me in the name 


Of Pot ede, ne maſter, 
Perhaps rejected but beealfe ufiknow! 


To offer you, * this diffreſdful dur, 


His beſt affifi nes: he already knows 
Egiſthus is no more, and bears 4 part 


In your misfortunes.” 


1} tene 


tins MER oP. F 
itt 2 That I know he does, 


A joyful att, and reaps the fruits of them, Ins 


The throge of my Cretphontes, and ZEgiſthus, 


EROX. 1 2 
That throne he wiſhes but to ſhare Lid 5e your A 


And throw his ſceptre at thy feet; the crown 
| He hopes \ will make him worthy of thy hand: 


But to my hands the murth'rer muſt be giv n, 


For ſacred is the bow T of punihment, 


Tis a king's duty ;* He Alönle muſt Wield 
The ſward of juſtice, (Ethtoh®s best * KR 
That to his people and tò ydu he dwes; 25 

Mit Hymen rites the mutti rer blo ial 0680 


A n lacrifice, | . 


se 22 MEROPE, 


Hase 

nord bead. NN band alone g dvod £110 
Shall ſtrike the fatal hlom: though Polishontes 
Reigns oer Meſſene, he mut, leave to ne 
The work of vengeanee: let hi wry mpingtom, 
But yield me to the right af puniſtunent:: 
On that condition, und un that a, 
Iwill be his: ge, and: prepare this titen iu” ö fl 
This hand, freſh bleeding ſtom the e 
6 Shalk at the POR In Oi vivid 07 


Doubtleſs, the ee on 4 ne 
OM? Feels _ r your ae, wat R661" con ten 4. a8 0 01 
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MEROPE, EURICLES, ISMENIA. 
T2 bh aon Sd 1 ont 


MER OPE. 


Wphate er! promig'd;! ne'er All come: 5c paſs: : 
This arm ſhall pierce the fa lavage murth'rer's breast 


4 And inſtant turn the dagger to my o 


Tobis mobs 2 6191 due 2 
0! mn the gods; conjure o... 


1d sie lo tig wg fotoni iT 
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MERQRE © 


bab „ 


— 


un. ö 
15 * K3 1g Sendo Jong 0 


bt NAY C 6 8 MEROP E. 4% 
| e 2 


— 


© They have oppreſs'd me ſorely ; I have been 
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3 N FE R OP E. 
5  MEROPE. 


Too long the object of their wrath divine! + 
They have depriv'd'me of my deareſt child, © 199% 
And at their altars hall Taſk ahouſband Þ 1 = 
Shall I conduct a ſtranger to the throne 
Of my forefathers ? woud'ft thou have me join 
The Hymeneal to the fun ral torch ? 
Shall Merope Rill raiſe her weeping eyes? 
To heav'n, .that ſhines no more on my Exiſts? 
Shall ſhe wear out ber melapcholy days 


| Beneath a bateful tyrant, and expect 150 
In tears and aoguifh an old age of ſorrow ? . 5 7 
When all is loft, and not ev'n hope remains, | 


To es is 2 and to die, our duty. 
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The youthful hero's warm imprudent ardor 
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id be is loft to me, perhaps for nts; wy 35 0 6.44 
P ball L dare to ſee my royal miſtreſs |. 170 

nhappy Nar bas! hither art thou my neh, 

ichout Egiſthus; Pofiphontes reigns. l 
hat ſubtle proud artificer of fraud, | 725 
hat ſavage murth'rer - who purſued u us 1 


8 N 
rom clime to alice, Jr laid the ſaares 92 deaths 


nev'ry fide, fin d 6 on e Rcbed throne, . 1 p 

hich by his crimes. ſo oft he hath profan d, 

be proud uſurpet fits, and ſmiles ſecure : | 

ide me, ye gods, from his all: piercing eye, |. 

ſays, Wgiſthus from, the tyrant's word 2 

guide me, heav'n, to his unhappy mother, 1 

nd let me periſh at her feet I once more 

ſee the palace, where the beſt of kings 

av baſely ain, and his defengeleſb child 
av'd in theſe. arms;, and after ee L617bs 5f 

all I return, to il}, A mother hett. 

Vith anguiſh ? who will lead me to the 00 

lo friend appears to guide me: but behold, 1 

fear yonder tomb I ſes a weeping croud -- 

nd hear their loud laments ee 115 

ene —_— is en H 
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7: HAD 


'NARBAS, 1878 Nat 15 G r c l { 

ſeveral of che GB RELAY near the e ee "oF 

Phontes. Nn 20641 2 We 626167] vat: 07 
ISM b N 14. 


5 What bold inituler preſſes thus unknown. - 
To the queen 's s preſence, and diſturbs the peace . 


3Q Cr "OW el 


Of hey retirement ? om: 2 be fi from the : tyrant | 
| 4 our e. to e count FORE 5 
Of the aflifted 10 
Wenns 
l thou "OY 


Excuſe e POT 612 man; 
Forgive th-ihtruffen ; TWO d tee the a a3 
Perhaps may ſervt Berl 9 S141 #37 (21 v 8 1 e202 | 916-4 2 
TS 
9 
Which eee e eee yeh 4 
Reſpect a*#idthe?*s bitter Trib S Hence, 
Unhappy rang} Mor offen fier bt. Ire 
& av; af Tt NA KB AS. dw i i: 2280 | s 
O, in the name of the avengitiy ee een © 
| Have pity on my 26677 my thisfor Ip 1924 * 
I am e Nager Here: O. U VBE 
And love the quben, Totbive'the texts 8 A 
Have flow'd for her, and truſt a heart that feels 
For Mexope as deeply as thy Ww. 
MRTIs: „„ ARR 


: 
8 ww 


M. B R ONE a 
5 What tomb is that where you ſo late did join 
1 SME NIA. 
The tomb of a an 1 22 r 
wretched father, and a hapleſs king, | 
The tomb of great Creſphontes. We | 
NAR BAS. [Going towards x rover 
e 11 N lo maſtery r 
e honoured aſhes 8 
18 1 E N LA. 
? But Creſphontes wiſe 
Ws more tobe lamented ſtill, | 
NARBAS. 8 0 1 
„„ ©1954 What warke | 
ern to her? * 
a ASME NIA. aba 


„ 21144190 bn Ame arti roy 
Her on is Rin 8 8801 


3: :1 fb F-74353 3 307i A. 
Wav .NARBAS.. 
| r * ſon l ad. c 
And + Pais dead dnt ennotgdlon 3 ts nyt 


— 
A0 Aliens ile, Ex 1 2 241 1 Fg noa 


| . : » yay; of i 46 All know here! © 7 1 4 21 
: Too well. 10 128 pe 1 . 
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3 . 
* * * 8 * 
42 | M E R OP F. 
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„ e enn 
| A barbarous aſſafſis | 
Did flay h him at Meſſene's gates, | 
NARBAS. | 
| O death, 


1 did foretell thee : Horror and deſpair E. 
" theq queen lure, and art thou not deceiv d: 


ene ISMENITA. 
0 tis too plain we have undoubted proofs ; 


It muſt beſo: he i is no more. 7 
di 291 "NA REA 8. 
* this 
The fruit of all my care * 
TS MENIA. 
| The wretched queen, 
Abandon'd t to Gefhairh will ſcarceſurvive him: 
She lid but for her child, and now the ties 
Are loos'd that bound her to this hated life: 
Zut, e'er ſhe dies, with her own hand ſhe waits 
To pierte the murth rer d heart, and be one . 
Evn at Creſphontes tomb his blood ſhull fw. 
Soon will the victim, by the King's permiſſion, 
Be hither brought, to periſſi at her ſeet: 
we Merope is Joſt in grief, and therefore 
ou'd wiſh to be alone: you muſt retire. 


N 


P a1 NARBAS. 


- | » 


mw WJ AH A ry 


NM EROPE az: 
"NARBAS. 


If it be ſo, why ſhou'd I ſeek the queen 2 
J will 2 870 mat tomb, and die. om 


8 Cc E N E Ii. 
- ISMENIA, io [Alone, | 

This old man | trims moſt worthy : how he wept ! 
Whilſt the unfeeling ſlaves around us ſeem .{ 
Like their proud maſter, but to mock our ſorrows ; 
What int reſt cou'd he have? yet tranquil pity 
Doth ſeldom ſhed ſo many tears; methought 
He mourn d the loſt Ægiſthus like a father: BY 
He mult be ſought—but here's a n page | 


© SCENE IV. 
MEROPE, ' ISMENIA,  EURICLES, EGISTHUS 
in nt guards, ſacriſicers. 4 

| 'MEROPE. . [Near the Tomb. 
Bunz forth that horrid victim to my fight; 
I muſt invent ſome hew unheard. of torment, 
That may be equal to bis crime ; alas! 
Not to my grief, that were impoffible. 


EGISTHUS, . 


Dear has 1 bought thy momentary. kindneſs 
Guardians of innocence, protect me now, 8 


EURICLES, 


on, 


5 u * O RE N 
8  EURICLES. 

| Before the. traitor ſuffers, let bim namę 
His vile accom plies. 


0. wel 


Is 62002 19! I 10d lie 


| | | e M E ROPE. Coming forward. 
1 * He mbft; he ſhall: 

18 _ ov; monſter, what induc'd thee to a crime | 

| Sd horrible to r c ed RO. #41 

| Der iojur'@thie?? ©» Sort grobotar e Bid“, 
* $0110! 1910 8 rn Hrs. DLOWG 112017 $2 


e 


1 | Now eee te 1. 
= You who revenge the petfaries'of men, Y 
# If &er my lips knew fraud or baſe impoſture; V 
1 I told thee not bat ſich ple truth; thY heart, G 


Fierce as it was, relented at m tale, 


| Ad vou ſtretch d forth a kind proteRing;band. 5 
= So ſoon is j juſtice.weary, of her. taſſs * 
ow — tt have en En blood: 


N 


| mY IR _MEROPE.. #5 3013 1896 ig 
| \ What int'reſt? barbarian 1 es | 
3 e |  EGISTHUS. 8 
= | by O'er her cheek 

F A deadly paleneſs ſpreads : it wounds my ſoul | 
N I To ſee ber thus. O'P'Wbu'd Wi ty dees 
= A thouſand tine to fre ber. A 
'$ © LE IEG HA MEROPE. 


* 


# 


MER OPER ay 
— MEROPB «7 
„Subs villa! 
ow artfully diſſempled is that grief! 
He kills me, and yet ſeems to weep my fate. 
[She falls back into the arms of Iſmenis 


roeretts, © 4 
Madam, revenge yourfaf; revhþe the laws, 

The cauſe of nature and the bod of kings. 

{ EGISTHUS, | 

Is this ih nee of a cbürt? * 

Ye praiſe arid flatter firſt,” and man me. 

Why did I leave my peaceſul ſolitude! 

O good old man, What will thy ſorrows be, | * 
And thou, unhappy, mother, whoſe dear voice 

So oft foretold—— 


 MEROPE, 

Barbarian, and baſt how 
A mother ?. I had been a mötker jet 

But for thy rage, thou haft defttoy'd my ſon, 
| GTS THuUs. 


If Iam thus unhappy, if be v was . 
Indeed thy ſon, I ought to ſuffer for i it ; 


But though my hand. was euilty, yet my heart 
as innocent: heav n kaQmups I wou'd hom giv'n 

This day my life to ſave or his or thine. 

ME R 0 p 1 


. 
ä 
- 
« % - 4 


ee! 


P E. 


— 


Zy thee, by him; by all ** anceſtors, 


; P've told thee ſo already. 


The monſter, che e perfidious: 


| of my dear er this bloody arm 


8 


M R R OP 2. 
> MEROPE. 
Did'ſt thou take this armour from him? 


EGrsTHUS. 


WA 45 No: 
ee 


MEROPE. 
What t hu? 
<1 EGISTHUS. : 
"75 2: a4 I ſwear 


My father gave to me that precious gift. | 
;  MEROPE.' | 


Thy father! where? in Elis? how he moves me! 
What was his name? ſpeak, anfwer. | 


EGISTHUS. 


* 


Palycletes : 


MEROPE, | 
| O thou rivſ® 
My heart: what fooliſh pity ſtopp d my vengeance? 
It is too much: affift me, friends, bring here | | 


(Lifting r up the dagger. 
C13; 44 1-7 1 / Oye.manes/ Te IT . 


NARBAS. 


. M E R OF E. bY”, 7 
| As. bestes naue. 
a 1 "4+ ww! 
cou? thou do? Thol yer £900 1450 
R MEROPE, 

Who calls? 

NAR BAS. 

oats 200-3 flop alas.“ 
Þc 1 but name his mother, he's undone, ' 
MEROPE. 


ie 


1 


Die, traitor. _ 2 
1 We, 
Stop! 
EGISTHUS. [Turning towards Narbas, 
GE, My father ! 


MEROP E. 
| Ha ! his father 
 ®@GISTHUS, ko Narbas, 
What do I ſee ? and whither wert thou going? 
Cam' thou to de a witneſs of my death 7 | 


175 NARBAS. Dd 

O, madam, g0 no further: Euricles, r 4 

Remove. the victim, let me ſpeak | to thee. 5 BY 
' BURICLES. 

— dern the ſcene] | 


Obe 1 
mo UEK OE. 


| A 


"47 * 


— 


48 M E R O pP E. 


ä MERO PEB. Ic oming forward, 

* mak ſt me cremble ; [ Was going 
T'wenge my ſon. | "3% 
N ARB A $ " [Knedling down, 


To | ſacriſiee—Egiſthus. 
i . +« MEROPE. 
Egiſthus ! ha! 
| ei NARB As. . 


"Twas he; whom thy raſh arm 
Had well nigh lain ; believe r me, 'twas Zgiltus. 
ME F 
And lives he then? 
NARB A 8. 


. a | 


att ton ODE be, it is your ſon. 
MEROPE, [F ainting N in the arms of limenia, 


I die! | 
e, zun 215 K 
I \ NARBAS, | Leg * - [To-Imenia 


© 4,,44, Recalt her flextigg ſpirits 3 F 


This ſudden tranſport of-tumultuous joy, 
Mix'd with anxiety and tender fears, 


— 


91 . * 
8 23 622 &:4+* 


May quite o 'erpow'r r her. 
"MER pr. gh. 3:24 to belle. 25 


i Narbas, is it you ? 

Or do knen ie ey fon ?-whers is he? | 

Let C ther. | 1 
85 ey | NARB AS, 


N N ON BET 49 
. AO» 
| i No: elta Your lose, 7 . 
h pop inc . e 
? | To Iſmenia, 
O keep the ſecret; N 


be fafely of the queen, and of Z£githus, N 
depend on that. 
MEROPE. {bit 4 of 
Alas! and muſt freſh danger 
mbitter my new joys ? O dear Ægiſthus, 
hat cruel god ſtill keeps thee from thy mother 
as he n but to afflict me more? 


NAR BAS. 


ou knew him not, and wou'd have flain' your ſon: 


—— 2 ©» 


f his arrival here be once diſcover'd, 
\nd you acknowledge him, he's loſt for ever. 
Diſſemble therefore, for thbu knowꝰ'ſt that gut * 
Reigns in Meſſene: · thou att watch d; be cautious. 
„ 8 CEM. wn th 
MEROPE, EURICLES, NARBAS, ISMENIA. 
Ve EURICLES, . 


2 6 


- * 


Tis the king s order, dsh, that we ire 1 
Wnom ? ' 505 ee £336 4h 1 16+ 'Y 


„ M * OK. 


And knee be en Lam bi ET. TFT 


To n and faplore his aid, 


Fear Poliphontes, and implore the gods. 


EURICLES, | 

The young ſtranger, whom thou had'ſt condemn d 
To death. 
ME ROPE, [With . 


That ſtranger i is my child, my ſon: 


They . deſtroy him, Nabe, let us fly. — 
NARB As. „a n | 


No: ſta 0 
Fo, MEROPE. 


Iti is my ſon; ; they'll have him ws me, 
My dear Kale. : why is this? , 4 
UAE 1 
+. The king 
Wou'd queſtion him before he dies. 
MERO PE. 


20 CLI 


Trey BURICLES..., _// 


Tis yet a ſecret to them all. . 
ene e ogg, 
| We'll fiy Sat 


* 4 0 
* " 
EY & 23 * 3 
o © > py k * 
— 


8 Nee 


+ IQ: 
2448 402 N FURICEES. 


M E R OP E. yu." 
.EURICLES./- 
Howe'er „ Egbiftus may alarm the tyrant,. 
Thy promis'd nuptials make his pardon ſure: 
Bound ta each ether in eternal bonds, 
Thy ſon will ſoon be his; though jealouſy 
May now ſubſiſt, it muſt be ook in with 
When he's your huſband. ( 
at + NARB AS; | 
He your huſband, * F 


4 


Pm ehunder-Rruck. | 
© _MEROPE. 
. Iwill no longer bear 
Such anguiſh, let me hence. 
tare NARB A 8. 
5 Thou ſhalt not go: 
. 275 thou hate ne'er r ſubmit | 
To theſe nn nuptials. 
| EURICLES. 
.., Sbe is forc'd | 
To wed him, that ſhe may revenge Creſphontes. 
N A RBA 8. 
He was his murth'rer. 
ME ROPE. 
He that traitor! 
h NARB A 8. 
By Poliphontes thy Eeiftbur fell, | 
Vol. IV. D , His 7 


The unt welt'ring in Creſphontes' Vl ood. 4" 44151 


O 4 


4 


C. * 


His father, 7 his N 1 bebeld 
e 


FTP N A R 5 A K . 
| bs ſaw him glorying in Wee INES 
Saw him admit the foe, and through the palace 
Spread fire and ſlaughter; yet appeat'd to thoſe 
Who knew him not th'avenger of that king 
Whom he had ſlain: I pierc'd the ſavage croud, 
And in my feeble arms uprais'd your ſon, 

And bore him thence; the : pitying gods protected 
His helpleſs innocence: theſe ſixteen years, 
From place to place I led him, MOOR 973 name 
To Polycletes, hid him from the foe, | 
And now at laſt it ſeems have brought him kids 
To ſee a tyrant on Meſſene's throne, 

And FOE the wife of Poliphontes. 


MEROPE, 


＋ hy tale has "AY up my ſoul. 


BURICLES. 

CY WEN g He comes: 
Tis Poliphontes. EE 
©. 6:; ©'MEROPE. 


” = « 2-0 


M R R O P E. 


| MERO PR. T4 dne 21 
a 1s it poſſible? er hav, oft 
Away, good Narbas, hide thee from his rages. * 
Fi pünn fnl ot 


Now, if Egiſthus e'er was dear to COP 1 
Diſſemble with the ty rant. . 3 
EURTCLES. 1 PERS.” 
Me muſt hide Trade wer ol 
This ſecret in the bottom of our hearts, be 
A word may ruin all. 11 
* ER O PE. f | tro Eurictes, * 
Go thou and guard 
T hat precious treafure wal." 
EURICLES. ; 
O doubt it not. 
MEROPE: 45 
My hopes depend on thee: he is my ſon, 
Remember, and thy king.— The monſter comes. 5 


Ne 6 Ty « Sy 
MEROPE ,POLIPHONT ES, BRO ox. „uu. 4. 


2 C POLIPHONTES. 


The altar i is prepar'd; the throne awaits youy' BEE” 
Our O_o will with our hearts: ee 
4 2484 Da A 


54 M E R 6 E. 
As king, and huſband; tis my duty now - 
Both to defend and to revenge you, madam; 


Two of the traitors I have ſeiz d already, 


Who ſhall repay the murther with their blood: 


But, ſpite of all my care, thy tardy be 


Hath ſeconded but ill my purpoſes: 


Pou told me you wou'd wiſh yourſelf to ſlay 


The murth'rer, and I gave him to your juſtice. 
ME ROPE. 
| 0 that 1 might | be my own great avenger! © 
. 0 LI P HO N TES. 
Tis a king 8 duty, and ſhall be my Care. 
MEROPE.. 


— 


Thine, ſaid'ſt thou? 
POLIPHONTES. 

WM Wherefore is the ſacrifice 
_ Delay'd ? doſt thou no longer love thy ſon? 

MEROPE. . 
May all his foes meet with their due reward ! 
But if this murth'rer has accomplices, 
By him perhaps I may hereafter learn 


Who kill'd my dear Creſphontes : they %ho flew 


„Phe father wou'd for ever perſecute 
* We mother: and the ſon; O if I r 


$- - 


POLL. 


ky . 


MEROPE 35 
POLIPHONTES. ok, 
1 too cou'd wiſh to be inform's- of that, 

7: And therefore l 1 have tzen him to my care. | 

x MEROPE.. ws 

To thine 5 | 

POLIPHONTES. 

Yes, madam, and I hope to 9 5 

The ſecret from. him. | 5A 


ME R 0 P E. 496 
But you muſt not keep 
This murth'rer: I muſt have him; nay, you ae 
; "TOP: know you did — 


* 


[Aſide. 
dp Oelen fon? | 
What art thou doom to? 
SORE [To Poliphontes, 
* Pity me, my lord! 
- POLIPHONTES. _ 
| Wann is this ſudden tranſport? he ſhall die, | 
MEROPE. llt 
' Who? he? : 
POLIPHONTES. 


His death ſhall farisfy thy. foul. 
MEROPE..... 
Ay: but I want to ſce, to ſpeak to bim. 8 
993 or 


o 
5 1 
: — 


| POLIPHONTES. _. 
Theſe ſtarts of paſſion, and theſe ſudden tranſports 
Of rage and tenderneſs, that face of horror, 
Might give me cauſe perhaps of juſt ſuſpicion ; 
And, to be plain with you, ſome ſtrange diſguſt, 
Some groundleſs fear, ſome new alarm, hath rais'd. 
This tempeſt in your ſoul ; what have you heard 
From that old man who went ſo lately hence? 
Why doth he ſhun me f what am I to think ? 
Who is he! | N 5 
MER Ox. 


0 my lord ! fo lately crown n'd, 
| Do fears and jealouſies already wait 
| Around your throne? 


e 
1 F WW. , Why wilt thou not partake it? 
; Then ſhou'd I bid adieu to all my fears: 


"The altar waits, .prepar'd for Merope 
And Poliphontes, | 9 


1 : | * 
"MEROPE. | 1 ee 


| Thou haſt gain'd 3 
The gods have giv'n it thee, and now thou want'ſt 
Creſphontes* wife to make his kingdom ſure. 


This crime alone N 


icon Nl. e 24.99% Of iS EIB. 
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M E R MP 1 EK. 
en 


| * 19 - 


$7 ee 
— 4} £ MEROPE., 413 vv! is #4 * 1% 
17 a 110 


DT, My! ee me; 
1am a "wretched "other ; 11 haye lot 
My all; z the gods, the an: gods have robb'd me 
Of ev'ry bliſs : O give me, give me back 
The murth'rer of my ſon! * . 

POLIPHONTES. | 


FR? This hand ſhall mel 
The | traitor's blood: come, madam, follow me. 


MEROPE, 5 


O gracious heay* n l. in pity to my woes, 
Preſerye a mother, and conceal her weakneſs! 


7 


Exp of the Tin? Acr. 


s — 00. ——ũ— c— — — —u—— — 
"ONES 5 7 gm 23 8 vv. 3535 "31095 — 674 
8 ACT IV. "SCENE 55 
por RON TES, EROx. 
+» POLIPHONTES, 


1 Almoſt hob the had'diſcover'd ſomething 

Touebing her huſband's murther, for ſhe e 

nme mes but 1 want der bands. gut an 
12861 | | D "i | * 1 | 


0 


Ws. MC R Of /E. 
And not her heart ; the croud will have it ſo; 
We muſt not diſoblige them; by this marriage 
I ſhall ſecure them both: 1 look on her 
But as a flave that's uſeful to my purpoſe, | 

| Chain'd to my chariot wheels to grace my meh, 
And little heed her hatred or her love. 

But thou haſt talk'd to this young wentherer, 175 

| What think'ſt thou en 

| EROx. 

: Hes immoveable, 

Simple in ſpeech, but of undaunted courage, 
He braves his fate: I little thought to find _ 
| In one of his low birth a ſoul ſo great; ] 

I own, "__ n I cannot but admire him. by , 


'polirHonTEs. © 


y Who is he ? tin ax . 28. 40 +0 7 
| EROX, 


That I know not; but moſt certain 
He is not one of thoſe whom we employ'd bh 
_ To watch for Nathas. ” & VL 14A 
| POLIPHONTES: - © 
| Art thou {ure of that? | 
The wok of that band, have myſelf i 
 Diſpatch' d, {and prudent bury'd in his blood 4 


The wan Teva ſecret hm this young unknown . 
5 * 0 S Alarms 


* 


Alarms me: is it certain he deſtroy d 
Egiſthus; has propitious fate, that ſtill 
Prevented all my wilds, been thus kind 7 

5 ER O:X., | 
Merope s tears, Yal Baan and Jef; pair, 
Are the bett proofs ; but all I ſee confirms 
Thy happineſs, and fortune bath done more: , 
Than all our cares. | ry 


P 0 LIPH 0 NT E 8. 

| | Fortune doth often FOE 
What wiſdom cannot.: but I know too well 
My danger, and the number of my foes, 
To leave that fortune to decide my fate 
wWhoeꝰ er this ſtranger. be, he muſt not live, 
His death ſhall purchaſe me this haughty queen, 
And make the crown ſit firmer on my, head.. . 
Te people then, ſubjected to my power, ; 


131 


NM E R © P E. | "$9 28 
x 2 3 1 * 


„ 


Fo 


Will think at leaſt their prince is dead, and know 5 


That I reveng'd'him : but; inform me, who 


Is this eld marr that ſhuns me thus? there ſeems. 


Some myſt'ry in his conduct; Merope;. - 


Fhou tell'ſt me wou'd have flain the murtherer,, 


But that this old man did prevent her; what. | 
by Coufdanors dim'to-ie + 9 on 


2% 
Ip 2 1 ERO X. 


"He's the young man's father, 
| And came t implore his pardon. 
: POLIPHONTES. I 
2 e Hz U bis pardon ! g 
TI "Mr and all with him; but he avoids me, 
And there ſote 1 ſuſpect him; but III know 
This ſecret: what cou'd be the queen's ſtrange pur- 
* 457 5 0G" 
In thus deferring what fo OY 
She ſeem'd to wiſh for? all her rage was chang'd 
To tend'reft pity ; through her ry . 
A ray of joy broke forth. ee 
See N EROx. 
What is ber; joy, 
Her pity, or her vengeance, now to thee ? 
POLIPHONTES, 
It doth conoern me nearly; I have cauſe. 
For many fears ; but ſhe approaches bring: ; 
That langer to me, 5 
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FOLIPHONTES, EROX ; EGISTHUS, EURICLES,, 
MEROPE,, ISMENIA} Guards. 

. 2 uc Mei 37 ' | MEROPE, B 

Fulfi your word, ſir, and revenge me; give. 

The victim to my hands, and mine alone. 

P O L IFHONTES. 


You ſee I mean to keep it: he“ $ before you: 
Revenge yourſe'f; and ſhed the traitor s blood: 


Then, Madam, with your leave, we'll to the altar. 


MERGPS: 
O gods! dai 


LY © EGISTHUS.. | "(To Poliphontes, 
Fon [ thea to be made the purchaſe 

Of the queen's favour? my poor life indeed 

Is but of little moment, and I die 

Contented z*biit I am'a ſtranger here, 


F- 


A helpleſs, innocent, unhappy ſtranger; _ 


Ifheav'nhas madetheeking,thouſhoud'ſt protectme: | 


Iv'e lain a mam, twas in my own defence ; 
The queen demands my life ; ſhe is a mother, 
Therefore I gity 1 her, and bleſs the hand 


Rais'd to deſtroy me „ 1 actuſe none here , 
But my thou tyrant, ig 


* #* 8 
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4. 


«@ MEROPE. 


By you! 


What woud'ſlt thou do * 


| POLIPHONTES. 
Hence, abandon'd villain ; 


Dart thou infult— * 
korg... 
\ O pardon his raſh youth; 
Brought up in ſolitude; and far remov'd l 
From courts, he knows not: the n that's dae 
To majeſty. tim in bs J | 
5 POLIPHONTES.. 
Amazing ! juſtify'd 


 MEROPE. 
By me, my Lord? 
2 O L 1 P H ON TES. 
Ves, madam, you. 
Is this the murth'rer of your fon ? | 


 MEROPE. _ 
My child, 


My fon, the laſt of a long line of kings, 


Beneath a vile aſlaflin's hand—— _. td, 
jd ISMEN TIA. race 4, 
22 Oheav'n! 


rolirhoN TES. is 
Thy eyes are fin's upon bim 


With tenderneſs and joy; thy tears too flow, 


Tioga thou woud'ſt bide them from me. 
DN oh MEROPE, 


Wy * * R O P B. 63 

| MEROPE::| - A 

tn eee ein abe? 

I wou'd not, cannot hide them: well e hae bn 

Tue too much cauſe to ee. 17 
POLIPHONTES, _ 

Dry up your tears; - : 


He dies this moment: ſoldiers;; do your office, ,. 
N E ROE. [Coming forward. 


Q ſpare bio, ſpare him: i 
EGISTHUS.. 
Ha! ſhe pities me. . 
POLIPHONTES.. 
' Diſpatch him. 755 
ME ROPE. 
„„ Und 
POLIPHONTES. 


1 l Strike. 
HHH? F Af | 
| i ; Stay, barbariany 
He is my ſon. ; 


GIS Hus. 
Am 1 thy ſon? 8 
| ME ROPE, een 
e Thou art: b WTts UM 
And heav'n that ſnatch'd FE) from this wretched, 
| boſow, TELE 


| Which 
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Is this, ye ego | of 


His mother ? thou, who did'ſt demand his death? 


O if 1 die the ſon of Merope © 
1 die contented, and abſolve my kate. 


1 am thy mother, and my love of thee 
| Betray'd us both ; we are undone, Ægiſthus; 


'At length is thine ; before thee ſtands my ſon, 


: The offspring of the gods, thy captive now; 


I tell , tis my ſon, tis my pep 


Which now too late hatly open'd my longing eyes, 
Reſtores thee toa weeping mother's arms 
But to deſtroy us both. ld band n 599 I. 

| A GISTHUS. oo! 991 
What miracle | 


rollo 1 
A vile impoſture: thou 


EGISTHus. 


of MEROPE, 


Yes, Poliphontes; the important ſecret 
Creſphontes” heir; thy maſter, and thy King; ; 


I have deceiv'd thee, and I glory in it; 
*T was for my child: but nature has no pow'r 
O'er tyrants hearts, that ſtill rejoice in blood: 


720 "POLIPHONTES.” 
Ho! cxnitbe . 
K. G18 T Hus. 


u deere 
"2s, it mußt dee 
Her tears confirm i it: yes, 1 am the ſon 244 . 
Of Merope, my heart affures me of it: : 
And, had'ſt thou not difarm'd me, with this hand 
I wou'd chaſtiſe thee, traitor, 
PO 1 PHONTES. 
- *Tis too much; 
* I bear no more: away with him. 7 3 
ME ROPB. Falling on her n 
Behold 
Thus low on earth the wretched Merope 
Falls at your feet, and bathes them with her tears: 
Doth not this humble poſture ſpeak my griefs, 
And ſay Iam a mother? Oltremble - 
When I look back on the dire precipice 
I have eſcap'd, the murther of my ſon; © 
Still I lament th* involuntary crime. 
Did' ſt thou not ſay thou woud'ſt protect his youth; | 
And be a father to him ? and yet now | 
Thou wou'd'ſt deſtroy him: O have pity on him: : 
Some guilty hand bereav'd him of a father; 
O ſave the ſon, defend the royal race, 
The ſeed of gods : defenceleſs and alone 
He ſtands before thee: trample not on him, 
Whois unable to reſiſt thy pow 'r; _ 
Let 
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of” 5 
, 
* 


666 1 1 R O K. 
Let him but live, and I am ſatisfy'd; ED 
| Save but my child, and all ſhall be forgotten = 
0 he wou'd make me bappy en in oe; 
My huſband and my children all wou'd live 
Once more in my Agiſthus ;. O behold 


His royal anceſtors. with me implore thee 


To ſpare the noble youth, and fave thy kings 


. EGISTHUS. 


_ madam, riſe, or I ſhall ne'er believe 


Creſphontes was my father; tis beneath 
His quetn, beneath the mother of Ægiſthus, 


To ſupplicate a tyrant ;, my fierce heart - 
Willnever ſtoop fo-low : undaunted long 


I brayed the meanneſs of my former fortune, 


Nor am 1 dazzled by the ſplendid luſtre 

Of theſe new honours ; but I feel myſelF 
Of royal blood, and know H am thy ſon; 
Great Hercules, like me, began his days ” 
In miſery and ſorrow ; but the gods 


Conducted him to immortal ty, | 
Becauſe; like me, he roſe ſuperior to them 
To me his blood deſcends: © let me add' 
His courage. and his virtues ; let me die : 
Worthy of thee ; be that my heritage f 


— 


a> — INJ tad. 


ME ROPE 65. 

Ceaſe then thy. pray 'rs, nor thus diſgrace the blood 
Of thoſe immortal powr's from whom I ſprang. 

PO LIPHoeN TES, | [ToMerope. 
Truſt me, I bear à part in your misfortunes, 1 
Feel for your griefs, and pity your diſtreſs; | T2 
I love his courage, and eſteem his virtue ; 2 
He ſeems well worthy of the royal birth 
Which he aſſumes; but truths of ſuch importance 
Demand more ample proofs ; 31 I take him therefore 
Beneath my care, and, if heis thy * 
I ſhall e him mine. "vv: | 


1, is Thus. | 
ue, thou adopt me 


Mork. 

Alas! my child! init 
POLIPHONTES, | 
His fate depends on thee : 

It i is not 1908 fines, to ſecure his death, 

Thou did'ſt conſent to marry Poliphontes ; 

Now thou wou'd'ſt ſave bim, ſhall not love do more 


Than On 1 
ME. R Q P B. 
arts Ha J barbarian 1 
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68 M E R O P E. 
POLIPHONTES. 

| Madam, know 
His life, or Fey DENT on thy reſolve : 
I know your love, your tenderneſs, too pp 
To think you will expoſe to my juſt: wrath | 
So dear an object by a harſh refuſal. 


 MEROPE. en 1 

My lord, at leaſt let him be free, and deign— 0 
rolirHoN TES. Wy 
He is your ſon, or be” SA traitor, "madam F 5 8 | Fi 
I muſt be your's before I can protect him, A 


Or de reveng'd on both; a word from you 
Decides his fate, or puniſhment, or pardon ; 
Oras his mother I ſhall look upon you, 
Or his accomplice ; therefore make your cholce : 
Iwill receive your anſwer at the temple 
Before th nn gods. e 


| [To the ſoldiers, 
| .Sonab. ; Guard well your pris'ner : 
Come, follow me? 
| Turning to Merope. 
I ſhall expect you, madam; 


Be quick in your reſolve ; confirm his þirth: - 

By giving me your hand; your anſwer only 

| Saves or condemns him; and as you determine 

He is ay victim, madam, or—my ſon. | N | 
W | MEROP E. . 


M E R OP E. 
MEROPE. 
O grant me but the pleaſure to behold him; 
Reſtore him to my love, to my deſpair. 
POLIPHONT ES. 
You'll ſee him at the teinple. 
A GISTHUS, [As the guards are carrying him off, 
O great queen, 
I dare not call thee by. the ſacred name 
Of mother, do not, I beſeech thee, aught 
Unworthy of thyſelf, or of Ægiſthus: 
For, if I am thy ſon, thy ſon ſhall die 


As a king 2 
SCENE 10. | 3 2 
52 NERO E. WW 
j . Yecruel ſpoilers, why 


Will you thus tear him from me? O he's gone, 

Pye loſt him now for ever; wherefore, heav'n, 

Didſt thou reſtore him to a mother's vows, . 

Or why preſerve him in a foreign land, 

To fall at laſt a wretched ſacrifice, - _ - 
A victim to the murth'rer of his father? SY 
O fave him, hide him in the defart's gloom; | 
Direct his ſteps, and ſhield him ſrom the tyrant! 


9 4 15 ® * * 1 
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nern 
x SCENE IV. 

MEROPE, NARBAS, EURICLES. 

MEROPE: | © 
O Rae know'ſt thou the Wy! fate 
Which I am doom'd to ? 
| NARBAS. 

Well I know the king 
Muſt die; 5 I know Ægiſthus is in chains. | 
| . 
And I defiroy'd him. 
NAR BA 8. 
Vou? 
| MEROPE. 
110 Diſcover' 'd all: 
But think'ft thou, Natbas, ever mother yet 
Cou'd ee a child, as I didy and be ſilent ? 
But it is paſt: and now I muſt repair 
My weakneſs with my crimes, + 
NARB AS. | 

7 | is What crimes? 


: 8 C E N E V. 1 
MRO E, NARBAS, EURICLES, ISMENTA 
ISMENIA.. 
O mada 


Now call forth all the vigour of your foul, 75 


Mr 71 

he hour of trial comes: the fickle croud, 1 

Still fond of novelty, with ardent zeal, 

Preſs forward to behold th' expected nuptials ; 

ach circumſtance conſpires to ſerve the tyrant: 

Already the bribed prieſt has made his god 

Declare for Poliphontes: he received _ 

our vows, Meſſene was a witneſs to them, 

And heavn will ſee the contract is fulfill'd: 

hus ſpoke the holy ſeer ; the people anſwer's 

With acclamations loud, and ſongs of joy; 

They little know the grief that wring thy heart; 

gut thank the gods for theſe deteſted nuptials, 

And bleſs the tyrant for his cruelty. 
MEROPE. 

And are wy ſorrows made the public joy ? 
NARBAS, 

O theſe are dreadful means to ſave thy ſon. 
 MEROPE.' 

They are indeed.: thou ann at the thought: 


It is a crime. 
NAR BAS. 


| But to deſtroy thy child 
ere ſtill more horrible. K 
MER OP E. 1 
Away: deſpair 
as giy'n me courage, and teftor'd my virtue: 
177 | | | Let's 


II. 


da 
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Lers to che temple ; there I'll ſhewithe people' 
My dear Ægiſthus; *rwixt myſelf and th' altar 
Will place my ſon ; the gods will ſee him there ; 
They will defend him, for from them he lod | 
Too long already 'perſecuting heavin 
Hath ſcourg'd his helpleſs innocence ; and now 
It will avenge him: O I will ſet forth 
His ſavage murth'rer-in the blackeſt colours, 
Till vengeance ſhall inſpire each honeſt heart 
With tenfold rage: now dread a mother's cries, 
Ye cruel tyrants, for they will be heard: 
They come; alas ! T tremble yet, deſpair 
And horror ſeize me: hark, they call, my ſon 
Is dying: ſee the cruel'murth'rer plants 
A dagger in his breaſt: a moment more 


And he is l ye ſavage miniſters _ 
| Turning to the ſacrificers. 
Of the beſo t tyrant, you muſt drag the victim 


- Upto the altar; can you, muſt you do it? 

O vengeance, duty, tenderneſs, and love, 
And thou great nature, what will ye ordain, 
What will ye do with an unhappy 282 
Abandon'd to deſpair ? | 


- 
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AC V. SCENE I. 
sis rHUs, NARBAS, EURICLES. 
; - NARBAS. . 
UR fate is yet uncertain, whilſt the tyrant 
Still, keeps us in the palace ; All my fears 
Are for Egiſthus: of my king, my ſon, 
Let me Rill call thee by that tender name, | 
O live, diſarm the tyrant's rage, preſerve. 


Alife ſo dear, ſo precious to Meſſene, | 
I" valued, by thy faithful Narbas ! 


| EURICLES. 
I vo le T9 | Think 
On the poor ee who, for thy ſake alone 


The 3 $ IE band. 
*AG1ISTHUS. 
I'm ſcarce awaken'd - 
From my long dream, I ſeem as one new-born 3 
A wand'ring ſtranger in a world unknown; 


And I obey; the blood of ere 
A captive and in his chains 


* 
i 


An humble ſuppliant, ſprinkles with her tears 


New thoughts inſpire; new day breaks i in upon me; 0 | 
The ſon of Merope, and great Creſphonte ss 
And yet his murth'rer triumphs ; he commands, | 


1 8 28 NARBAS 


r PWT 


Young as r am, that I ſhould know already, | 


„ Mr ROOUPAIE! 
. 18 

47 O wor'd to . 
The FER i of Alcides till an 


Unknown i in Elis ! 


7 Eis rnhuvs . 
bh Is it not moſt ſtrange, + 
By ſad experience, evity human woe? 
Horror, and Thame, and baniſhment, and death, 

Since my firſt dawn of life, have preſꝰd upon me: 
A perſecuted wrerch I wander'd long . 
From elime to clime; hid on the deſart's gloom, 

I languiſh'd there in vile obſcurity: 

Yet, bear me witneſs heav'n, midſt all my woes, 


Nor murmur'd nor complai nꝰd: tho proud ambition 


Devour'd my foul, I learn'd the humble'virtues 
That ſuited beſt my hard and low condition: 
Still I reſpe&ed, till obey'd thee, Narbas, 


And lov'd-thee as a father; nor wou'd &er 
| Have-wiſh'd to find another z but high heav'n 


Wou'd change my fate to make me but more wretched 
I am. Creſphontes' ſon, yet can't 180 . 


I've found a mother, and a tyrant no-w- 
Will Match her from me; ſoon ſhe Big be bi 4 


Ol cou'd curſe the. hour that gave me bifth, 
And the kind ſuccour wall thy goodneſs lent me: 
6 Al = i () 


0 M E. ROPE. 75 
O why. didſt thou hold back th' uplifted hand 
Of a miſtaken mother ? But for thee 3 
I had fulfild my fate, and all my woes 
Had ended with my life. 
'NARBAS, 

"Was undone, | 
The tyrant, comes. 


erb i 


POLIPHONTES, EGISTHUS, NARBAS, 
. EURICLES, Guards. 
POLIPHONTES, ko 2g 
[To Narbas, and the reſt. 
Retire: and thou, raſh youth, 
Whoſe tender years demand my pity, liſt, 


And mark me well; for the laſt time I come 
To give thee here thy choice of life or death, 
Thy preſent and thy future happineſs, / 
Thy very being hangs upon my will: 
I can advance thee to the higheſt rank, 
Or ſhut thee in a dungeon, kill or ſave thee: 
Remov'd from courts, and bred in folitude, 
Thou art not fit to govern ; let me guide 
In wiſdom's ways thy unexperienc'd youth ; 
Aſſume not in thy humble ſtate a pride 


Which thou miſtak'ſt for virtue: if thy birth 
Vor. IV. E Be 


% 
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Be mean and lowly, bend to thy condition; 

If happier fate hath giv'n'thee to deſcend. d 

From royal blood, and thou wert bort a prince, 

Make thyſelf worthy of thy noble rank, 

And learn of me to rule: the queen, thou ſee'ſt, 

Has ſet thee an example; ſhe obeys, 

And meets me at the temple; follow her, 

Tread in my ſteps, aftend us to, the altar, 

And ſwear eternal homage to thy king, 

To Poliphontes: if thou fear'ſt the gods, 

Call them to witneſs thy obedience; haſte, 

The gates of glory open to receive, 

And not to enter may be fatal to thee: 

er therefore now, and anſwer | me. 
GIs rH Us. 

How can I anſwer when thou haſt difarm'd me e? 

Thy words, I own, aſtoniſh and confound; 


But give me back that weapon which thy fears = 


Have wreſted from me; give me my good ſword, 
And I will anſwer as I ought ; will ſhew thee, . 


- Perfidious as thou art, which'i is the ſlave, | 


And which the-maſter, whether Poliphontes 


Was born to rule o'er princes, or r ZEgiſthus "4 
To ſcourge ADD... ELIE” HEN 
I pol. 


. — 


Mtg POLTPH ON TES. 
Impotence and raſhneſs!_ | 
My kind 6 makes thee inſolent: 
Thou think'ſt Pil not demean myſelf fo far 
To puniſh an unknown tebellious ſlave; 
But merey, thus abuſed, will change to wrath: 
I give thee but a moment to determine, 
And ſhall expect thee at the altar; there 5074 
To die or to obey : guards, bring him to me: 
Narbas, to you and Euricles I leave | 
The haughty rebel; you ſhall Anfwes for blen v 75 
1 know your hatred of me, and I Rn⁰ͥ vFrF 
Your weakneſs too, but truſt to Mot} ten . 
You will adviſe him for the beſt; mean time 
Remember, whether he's the ſon of Narbas 
oy IVEY he muſt VILE or die. 


M E R n — 827 


8 CE NE HI. 
' EGISTHUS, NAR BAS, EURICLES, | 


| AG I 8 T N US. 
I'll liſten to no counſel but the voice 1 
Of vengeance; O inſpire me, Hercules, 
O from thy ſeats of endleſs bliſs look down 
On thy Egilthus, animate his foul, 
med) AE i And 


nner 
And guide his footſtepa l Poliphontes calls, 
I will attend him: let us to the altar. 
| .... NARBAS. 
Wile thou then ie? 
"EURICLES. : . 
We muſt not follow thee : 
| Let us collect n aaa friends, 
And ſtrive 


EAGISTHUS. | 
Away: another time my ſoul 
eee for well 
| K know ye love me; but no counſellors 
Muſt now be heard ſave all- directing heav'n 
And my own heart : th' irreſolute alone 
Is ſway'd by others. but the blood of heroes 
Will guide itſelf: away, the die is caſt, 
What do I ſee ? O gracious heav'n ! my mother |! 
| FoCENE AY,” 
MEROPE, ZAGISTHUS, NARBAS, EURICLES, 
Attendants, 

MEROPE. 
G more, Egiſthus, by the tyrant” s order, 
We meet together; he has ſent me to thee: 


Think not that, after theſe deteſted nuptials, 


I mean to live; but for thy ſake, my ſon, 
je VO? I have 


„ E Sr. 

I have ſubmitted to this ſhameful bondage : 
For thee alone I fear | for thee I bear 
This load of infamy: O live, Egiſthus, | 
Let me intreat thee, live; e' er thou can't rule 
Thou muſt obey, and ſeryitude muſt open 
The path to vengeance z thow contemn'ſt my weak- 

neſs, 


I know thou doſt ; but O the more I "IS 
The more I fear. O my dear child— | 
 AGISTHUS, _- 5” 
| | Be bold, 
And follow me. | | 
ranks” MEROPE, 
| Alas ! what wou'dt thou do? 
Why, ye juſt gods, why was he made too virtuous ? 
EGISTH Us. | 
See'ſt thou my father's tomb? doſt thou not hear 
His voice ? art thou a Aarne queen ? 
O if thou art, come on. | 
MEROPE. 
Metbinks ſome god 
Inſpires thy foal, and raiſes thee above 
The race of mortals : now I ſee the blood 
Of great Alcides flows thro' ev'ry vein, 
And animates Ægiſthus: O my ſon. 
| „ Give 


5 1 
90 NM E R OHP * 
Give me a portion of thy noble fre, 
Ane raiſe this drooping heart ! 
i GISTHUS. 
llaſt thou no friends 
Within this fatal temple ? | 


MER OPE. 

Once I had FRO 
A croud of followers when I was a queen, oy 
But now their virtue ſinks beneath the weight 
Of my. misfortunes, and they bend their necks 
To this new yoke: they hate the tyrant, yet 
Havecrown'd him; lovetheirqueen ,and yet deſert her, 
618 T H U 8. 


By all art thou abandoned; at the altar 
Waits Poliphontes | for thee © 


n . in fr ? AG Fest bos Tx 
80 nen. 3. + 2 


8 Do they attend him? oy coo Blu fol LY , 
Asen | 
No: he is "farrounded 
By that ungratefut faithleſs croud that once © 
Encireled Merope,” by them bp-led 7K: was £1 aft 


\ 
41 1 


To th' altar T will force for thee alone 54/06 4 
8 2 | 


Fogg EGISTAUS 


8 ; 
* FO . „ 
"3" 


"241111 eee {cot 
And alone III follow the: 
There ſhall I moet my anceſtors divine: 
The gods who puniſh murth'rers will be there. 
Alas! theſe ffreen years s they have conternn'd thee. 


| AE GISTHUS:: 
They did it but to try me. 


ME R 0 PE. 
5 What s thy purpoſe ? 
2 0 I 8 T H U 8. | 
No matter what; let us begone ; farewell 
My mournful friends, at leaſt ye ſoon ſhall know 


The ſon of Maur deſerv'd your care. 


[To Narbas, embracing him. 
Narbas, believe me, thou ſhalt never bluſh , 
Toown me for thy ſon.. ? 


EY at ++» ++ 


SCENE V. 


NARBAS. | | 
| What means Tgidhus? 
. my cares are fruitleſs all and vain: - 
I hoped the ſure flow-moving hand of time "hot 
Wou'd juſtify the ways of heay' n, and place be Fi 
"34 70 1 „ The | 


3 
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2 M EAM OP R. 
The wrong d Egiſthus on Meſſene' s.throne ; 


But guilt till triumphs, and my hopes are vaniſh'd 3 
His courage will deftroy him ; "un awaits - 


His diſobedience, Co ore ace; thats 
| TAR, (A nag within. 
EURICLES. 

Hark ! they ſhout, 
na corn FI x 
An 
Ie is the fatal ws” EET Oy rh 
34 EURICLES. 
Let us liſten 


NARBAS. 
Jude, OTE 
-  " RURTCLES-' 
Doubtleſs, at the very moment 
When Poliphontes was to wed the queen, 
She has diffolv'd the ſhameful bonds by TO 
For ſo her rage had purpos C0. 
|  NARBAS. 32 
. 5 3s Then | Feiſthus. 
Muſt pit 505 ſhe ſhou'd have liv'd for him. 


EURICLEõò. 


The noiſe N like the rolling thunder 
Onward it comes, and ev” ry moment grows 
Borg dreadful. | 


— 
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* NAARABAS8S. Wy qu e 
Hark I I hear anev'ry fide 

The trumpets found, the groans of dying men, 

And claſh of {words ; they force the palace. 

EURICLES. 4 

See 

Yon Mendy FO" ; end it is dſpers' ; 

1 fly. 

6 NAR BAS. 
Perhaps to ſerve the tyrant's cauſe, 
EURICLES, : 

Farm as my eyes can reach ſee them ſtill 

N "ORE? in fight. 

y N AR BA 8. WOE 

_ Whole blood will there be ſhed ? 

Surely I heard the name of Merope, 

And of . : 

EURICLES. 
„T Thanks to beav'n, the ways 

Are open, I wel hence, and know my fate. 


; [He goes out, 
NARBAS. 1 


PII follow thee, but not with equal ſteps, 

For I am old and feeble: O ye gods! 

Reſtore my ſtrength, give to this nerveleſs arm 

Its former vigor; let me fave my king, 
| E 5 


Or 


Do <. NC ee . ! +9 $1 fa 1 
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Or yield up the poor remnant of my days: 


"SCENE . 2 
NARBAS, ISMENIA. ' [Acroudof people. 


2 N A R B AS, 
( +2 1» +, Who's there? Iſmenia.? 
Bloody and pale! O horrid ſpeRacle ! : 
Art thou es Iſmenia *' 
ISMENIA. 
O my voice, 
My breath is tot; let me recover them, 
And J will tell thee all. 
NA R B AS. 
My ſon— 
T he queen—do they yet live? _ 
ISMENIA. 
Ha ſcarce myſelf; 
Half dead with fear) thecroud Wes roses me hither. 


NARBAS. S ' 
How FR Zgiſthus ? | | 
{TOMB A. | 
O he is indeed 
The ſon of gods Abbe ſo terrible, Te 
So noble ! never did tht unconquer d courage 


—— 
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Of great Alcides with à deęd ſo boldde 
ene Mug Tot: wh 00 Enit Ae 
NARBAS. 1. : e ba 
ren he 2 O, my king, 
The wi of my own hands, the n hero! + 
© 2 1153943 EOMENT A; | 
Ca en freſh flow'rs the viatim WA ent 
And Hymen's torches round the altar blaz d, 
| When Poliphontes, wrapp'd in gloomy ſilence, 
Streteh'd forth his eager hand; the prieſt pronounc'd 
The ſolemn words; amidſt her weeping A | 
Stood fix'd in grief the wretehed Merope: 
Slow ſhe advanc'd, and ee 3 
Inſtead of Hymen, call'd on Death; the people 
Were ſilent all; when from the holy threſhold, 
A more than mortal form, a youthful hero 
Stepp'd forth, and ſudden darted to the altar; 
It was Ægiſthus : there undaunted ſeiz cd 
The axe that for the holy"feſtival | 
Had been prepar'd;' then with the light'ning's ſee | 
He ran, and'felPd the tyrant; ws Ben N Tong 
- Vſurper; die now takte bur victim, gods. 
Erox, the monſter's vile accomplice; ſa r 
His: maſter welt' ring in his blood, uprais c 
| His hand for vengeance; but Egiſthus 8 
3 | e 5 | The 
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The fave and laid him at the tytant's feet: 


Mean time, recover'd, Poliphontes roſe 
And fought : I ſaw Aziſthus wounded ; ſaw 


The fierce encounter: the guards ran to part them ; 
When Merope, ſuch pow'r has mighty love, 


Piereꝰd thro' oppoſing multitudes, and cry'd, 
Stop, ye inhuman murth'rers, tis my fon, 


Tis my Ægiſthus, turn your rage on me, 


And plant your daggers in the breaſt of her 
5 Who bore him, of his mother, and your queen: 
Her ſhrieks alarm'd the croud, and z firm band | 


Of faithful friends ſecur d her from the rage 
Of the rude ſoldiers ; then might you behold 


The broken altars, and the ſacred ruins : 


On ev'ry ſide, confuſion, war, and e | 

Triumphant reign'd ; brothers on brothers roſe, 
Children were butcher'd in their mother's arms, 
Friends murther'd friends, the dying and the dead 


| Together lay, and o'er their bodies trampled * 
| The flying croud ; with groans the temple rung. 


Amidſt the uproar of contending legions 
I loſt Ægiſthus and the queen, and fled : 


In vain I aſk'd each paſſing ranger whither 
| They dent their way; their anſwers but increaſe 
My vines n be fan, he's dead, 


He 


15 


— 


He conquers; all is darkneſs and eohfuſſon: 
I ran, I flew, and by the timely aid 


But ſtill I know. not whether yet the queen 

And great Zgiſthus are preſery'd my heart 

Is full of terrors. | 
NA R B A S. 


ITIhhou great arbiter 
of all that's mortal, providence divine, 


Complete thy glorious work, protect the good, 
Support the innocent, reward the wretched, 
Preſerve my ſon, and I ſhall die in peace! 

| Ha! midſt yon croud do I behold the queen ? 


; SCENE VII. 


een t 


Of theſe kind friends have reach d this place of fuſer: 2 


F * 


MEROPE, IsME NTA, NA RBAS, people,G1diers: 


[At the further part of the ſtage is expos'd the corpſe 
Foliphontes, cover d with a bloody e 


NMERO PE.“ 33 & 
Priefts, warriors, friends, my fellow. -citizens, 
Attend, and hear me in the-name of heav'n. 
Once more I ſwear Ægiſthus is your king, 
The ſcourge of guilt, th' avenger of his father, 
And yonder bleeding corpſe, a hated monſter, 


The foe of gods and men, who flew. my buſband, - 


My dear — and his helpleſs children, 


I Oppreſs d 
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Oppreſs'd Meſſene, and uſutp'd my 5 
Let dar'd to offet me his ſavage, band, nn 


Still reeking with the blood of r 


e nnen Egiſthus, * enters with 

118 the axe in his hand. 
But hers behold Meſſene s royal heir, do tr 
My only hope, your queen's illuſtrious * 
Who conquer'd Tolipwontes: ſee, 3 . 
r 1 aue an 

10 P9214 140 corel to Narbas: 

© 6 a Who andi Rom. the tyrant, 
And brou mn him here: the gods! NaF done the reſt. 


NARE AS. e Ronen *66 

I call thoſe gods.ts witneſs, 'tis your king ; 
"DIY for them, and they protected him. 
e -EGISTAUS, 
| 0 hear à mother pleading for her ſon, 
And know me for your king! T have "gs 
A ! I _—__ e but for 2 | Ip 

= "MEROpr 
If ſtill ye e look on dre wounds : ” 
| Who, but the great deſcendant of Alcides, 
Cou'd ſave Meſſene thus, aud ſeourge a tyrant 5 
| He will 1 his ſubjects, and revenge pop of 
nk. emen An 


M. E Nor Ek. 8, 
An injur'd people: hark ! the voice of hen 
Confirms your choice, and ſpeaks to you in thunder; 
It cries, aloud, Ægiſthus is my ſon. 
SCENE VIII. 


MERO PE, ZGISTUS, is MENIA, NARBAS, 
EURICLES, people. | 


_ EURICLES. 
O madam, ſhew yourſelf to the pleas'd people, 


The king's return has fix'd their wav'ring minds, 
And ev'ry heart is ours : th” impatient croud © 
Shed tears of joy, and bleſs your noble fon : 
For ever will they hold this glorious day 
In ſweet remembrance; ardently they long 
To ſee their youthful ſov*reign, to behold 
His faithful Narbas, and adore their queen : 
The name of Poliphontes is deteſted; 
Thine and the king's the praiſe of ev'ry tongue. 
O haſte, enjoy thy vict y and thy fame; c 
Enjoy a nobler prize, thy people's love. 

| XZ GISTHUS. 


To heav*n aſcribe the glory, not to me; 
Thencecomes our happineſs, and thence ourvirtue: 
Whilſt Merope ſurvives I will not mount 


Meſſene's 


* 


go ł&Üm:ꝙꝛ u ER OP E. 

Meſſene's throne, my joy ſhall be to place 
A mother there; and thou, my. deareſt Narbas, 
Shall be my friend, my guide, my father ſtill. 


Eu of the Fir rn and LasT Acr. 
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c O-M E D V. 
In three Act. 
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HES trifle was exhibited in the ſummer, 1749. 
at Paris, amongſt a number of entertainments 
which every year conſtantly produces in that city: in 
the ſtill more numerous croud of pampblets, which the 
town is oyer· run with, there appear'd at this time one 
extremely well worthy of notice, an ingenious and 
learned diſſertation, by a member of the academy of 
Rochelle, on a queſtion which ſeems for ſame years 
paſt to have divided the literary world, namely, whe 
ther we ought to write ſerious, comedies? the author de- 
clares vehemently againſt this new fpecies of the dra- 
ma, to which, I am afraid, the little comedy of Na- 
nine belongs: he condemns, and with reaſon, every 
thing that carries with the air of a cy tragedy: in 
reality, what can be more ridiculous, than a tragic 
plot,carry'd on by Jow and. vulgar characters? it is 
| SIREN Mütze, and confounding tragedy and, 
| comedy 


„ * 
1 - 


— 


1. 
comedy, by a kind of baſtard ſpecies, a monſter, that 
| cou'd only owe its birth to an incapacity of ſucceding 
either in one or the other: this judicious writer 
| blames, above all, thoſe romantic forc'd intrigues 


which are to draw tears from the ſpectators, and 


which we call, by way of ridicule, the crying comedy: 
butinto what ſpecies of comedy ought ſuch intrigues 
to be admitted wou'd they not be look'd upon as eſ- 
ſential and unpardonable faults in any performance 
whatſoever? He concludes by obſerving, thatif ina 
comedy, pity may ſometimes po ſofar as to melt in- 
to tears, they ſhou'd be ſhed by love alone: he can- 
not certainly mean by this the paſſion of love as it is 
repreſented in our belt tragedies, furious, barbarous, 


deſtructive, attended with guilt and remorſe; but 


love gentle and tender, which alone is fit for comedy. 
This reflection naturally produces another, which 
ſhall ſubmit to the judgment of the learned; via. chat 


amongſt us tragedy has begun by appropriating to it. 


ſelf the language of comedy; we may obſerve, that 


love,in many of thoſe performances where terror and 
pity ſhou'd be the chiefſprings, is treated as itought to 
be treated in comedy. Gallantry, declarations of 
love, coquetry, archnefs and familiarity, are all to be 
met with amongſt the heroes and heroines of Greece 
E PE N and 


6 1 9s 1 | 
and Rene, with which our tragedies.abound ; ſo 
that, in effect, the natural and tender love in our 


comedies is not ſton. ſrom the tragic+, muſe; it is 
not Thalia who has committed a theft upon Melpomene, 
but, on the other hand, Aelpomene, who for a long 
time has worn the buſkins of Thaia. 

If we caſt our eyes on the firſt tragedies that had 
ſuch amazing ſucceſs in the time of Cardigal Rich- 
lieu, the Sophoniſba of Mairet, Mariamne, Tyrannic 
Lave, and Alcyone, we ſhall remark that love, in e- 
very one of them, talks in a ſtile quite familiar, and 
ſometimes extremely low; no leſs ridiculous than 
the pompous tone and emphaſis of their heroiſm: this 
is perhaps the reaſon why, at that time, we had not 
one tolerable comedy, becauſe the tragic ſcene had 
ſtole away all its rights and privileges: it is even 
probable, that this dctermin'e Moliere ſeldom to be- 
ſtow upon his lovers any. ſtrong lively and intereſt 
ing paſſion for each other: tragedy, he perceiv d, 
had anticipated him in this particular. 

From the time when the Sophoniſba of Mairet ap- 
pear'd, which was our firſt regular tragedy, we began 
to conſider the declarations of love from out heroes, 
and the artful and coquetiſh replies of our heroines, 
en with * pictures of love and gallantry, as 
things 
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thi ings eſſentially neceſſary to the tragic ſcene there 


are writings of thoſe times ſtill extant which quote 
the following verſes, ' ſpoken by Mefſiniſa after the 


battle of Cirte, not without great ä on 
* extraordinary merit. 
By mutual flames I find my flame approv'd, 
And love the more, the more I am belov'd * 
Sighs grow by ſighs, and wiſhes wiſhes form, 
As waves by waves are laſh'd into a ſtorm ; 
When two fond hearts indulgentHymenchains, 
Alike ſhou'd be their pleaſures and their pains. 


The cuſtom of talking thus about love corrupted even 
ſome of our beſt writers; even thoſe, whoſe manly 
and ſublime geniuſeswere made to teſtore tragedy to its 


ancient ſplendor, cou'd not eſcape the contagion: in 
ſome of out fineſt pieces we meet with, ® an unhappy 


e face, that ſubdued the "courage of a Roman knight.” 


The lover ſays to his miſtreſs, + Adieu, thou t20 
4 Wan and too charming Sa To ee the 


3 1 8 1 SS 1 * * . a. 4 py” 1 * * 


—̃ WIN un malheurevux viſage, 
Qui d'un Chevalier Romain captiva le courage. 
f Adieu, trop verteux ** & trop charmant. 


26 2 Heroine 


fi 9.1: 
Heroine replies, adieu' thou 100 unhappy and tos 


4 perſact lauer. Cleopatra tells us, that a ptindeſcʒ 


4 + who loves her reputation, if ſbt owns her love, 17 


« ſure to be belov/d.” + And that Cæſar © + be, an 


i a plaintive-tone ine himſelf hen captive, 
c een in the field of. victory adding, that /ae alone 
muſt be cruel, and make Ceſar unbappy. . Ty which 
her confidante replies, g I would venture to, ſwear 
& that your charms boaſt 'a power es ah * never 
cc make uſe of... | ' Ao 9 
In all thoſe pieces of the ſ. ame authors eh were 
written after his Death of Pompey, we are ſorry tofind 
the paſſion of lovealways treated inthis familiar man- 
ner; but, without taking the unneceſſary trouble of 
producing more examples of theſe glaring abſurdities, 
let us on y conſider ſome of the beſt verſes which the 
authorof u has brou ght on the ſtage as maxims of 
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= Adieu, trop \ malheureux, & trop parfait amant, 


—— * 


- aimant ſa renommee ' 
En avouant da *elle aime eſt ſure d'etre aimee. 


1 —— trace des ſoupirs, & du'n ſtile plaintif, 
Dans fon champ de victoĩre il ſedit ſon captif. 


5 T' oſerois bien jurer que vos charmans appas 
© Se vantent d'un pouvoir dont ils n' uſetont pas. 


1 have here given the original of theſe few ſhort quotations, 


that the reader may ſee the full force, both of the abſurdity, and 
of Mr, Yoltai-e's ridicule of it. 


. gallantry. 
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wallantry. «© There are certain ſeeret ties, and ſimpa- 
% thetic feelings, by whoſe ſoft offinity ſouls are link'd 
6 togetber, attach d to, and ftruck by each other by I know 
| 4 not what charm, which it is impoſſible to account for.” 
Wovu'd one ever conceive that theſe ſentiments, 
which are certainly highly comic, came out of the 
mouth of a princeſs of Parthia, who goes to her 
Jover to afk her mother's life? In ſuch a dreadful 
eriſis, who wou'd talk of the. ſympathetic feelings by 
whoſe ſoft affinity ſouls are lin d together ® Wou'd Co- 
Pbocles ever have produced ſuch madragils ? do not 
all theſe amorous ſentiments belong to comedy only ? 

That great writer, who has carry'd the harmony of 
verſe to ſuch a point of perfection, he who made 
love ſpeak a language at once ſo noble and ſopathetic, 
has, notwithſtanding, brought into his tragedies ſeve- 
ral ſcenes which Boileau thought much more proper 
for the elcvated ſtile of Terence's comedies, than ſuit- 
able to the dignity of the great rival of Euripides, who 
is even ſometimes ſuperior to him. One mightquote 
abovean hundred verſes in this taſte; not but that this 
familiar Gmplicity has its beauties, and may ſerve by 
way of preparation for the pathetic ; but if theſe ſtrakes 
of ſimplicity belong even to the tragic muſe, with £j11 
more teaſon do they ſuit high comedy: this is the ex- 
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act point where tragedy deſcends, and comedy raiſes 
itſelf; where the two arts meet, as it were, and 
touch each other: here their ſeveral limits are con- 
founded: and if Ore eftes and Hermione are af A | 


to ſay, 
O do not wiſh for the fate of . I mould 


« hate you too much—you wou'd love me ſtill more: 

O that you would look on me in another man- | 

2 ner! you wiſh to love me, and yet I cannot pleaſe 
© you: you wou'd love me, madam, by wiſhing me 

to hate — for, in ſhort, he hates you; his heart is 

other wiſe engaged; he has no longer — 
Who told you, my lord, that he deſpiſes me? 

8 do you think the ſight of me inſpires contempt ?? - 
If theſe heroes, I ſay, expreſs themſelves in this 

familiar manner, with how much greater reaſon. , 

ſhou'd we admire the Miſanthrope eee ww ' 

vehemence to his miſtreſs ? in 115 
« Rather bluſh you, for ſo. you ought, I bave t too 

« ſure teſtimdny of your falſeſhood—it ws not in 

« yain that my love was alarm'd, but think not I 

„will tame bear the injury without being re- 

8 veng'd— tis a treaſon, a perfidy which cannot de 

6 too ſeverely puniſhed; yes, I will give a looſe to 

my reſentment, I am no longer miſter of myſelf, 

< paſſion intirely poſſeſſes me: mortally wounded _ 
VDLI1V. = F e 7 
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cas I am by you, my ſenſes are no longer under 
<« the government of reaſon.” 

Certainly, if all the Miſanthrope was in this taſte, 
it wou'd no longer be a comedy; and if Oreftes and 
Hermione talk'd throughout in the manner they do in 
the lines above quoted, it wou'd be no tragedy : but 
after theſe two very different ſpecies met thus to- 
gether, they fall back each into their proper ſphere 


one reſumes the pleaſant ſtile, and the other the 
ſublime. 


Comedy therefore, I repeat it once more, may be 
impaſſion'd, may be in tranſport, or in tears, provid- 
ed at the ſame time that it makes the good and vir- 
tuous ſmile; but if it was entirely deſtitute of the 
vis comica, if, from beginning to end, it had no- 
thing in it but the ſerious and melancholy, it wou'd 
then be a ſpecies of writing very faulty, and-very 
diſagreeable. It muſt be acknowledg'd, that there 
is no ſmall difficulty in making the ſpectators paſs 

inſenſibly from tears to laughter, and yet this tran- 
| ſition, hard as it is to manage in a comedy, is not 
the leſs natural. We have already remark'd in an- 
other place, that nothing is more common than 
accidents that afflict the mind, ſome certain circum- 
ſtances of which may, notwithſtanding, excite at 
leaſt a momentary mirth and gayety: thus, unhap- 


pily 


a 


pily for us, is human nature framed. Homer repre- 
ſents even his gods laughing at Vulcan's aukward- 
neſs, whilſt they are deciding the fate of the whole 
univerſe, Hector ſmiles at the fears of his fon Hy- 
anax, whilſt Andremache is ſhedding tears. We of 
ten ſee, that even amidſt the horror of battles, con- 
flagrations, and all the diſaſters that mortals are 
ſubject to, a good thing, luckily hit off, will raiſe a 
laugh, even in the boſom of terror and pity. In the 
battle of Spires, a regiment was forbid to give quar- 
ter, a German officer begg'd his life of one of ours, 
who anſwer'd him thus: “ Sir, aſt any thing in the 
world elſe, but as to your life, I can't poſſibly grant it.” 
This dry and whimſical anſwer paſs'd from one to 
another, and every body laugh'd in the midſt of 
ſlaughter and deſtruction; why therefore ſhou'd not 
laughter follow the moſt ſerious and affecting ſcenes 
in a comedy? don't we ſympathiſe with Alcmena's 
diſtreſs, and yet laugh with Sia? how ridiculous it 
is to diſpute againſt experience! if thoſe who till 
conteſt this matter love rhime better than reaſon, 
let them take the following verſes. 


O'er this ſtrange world ſtill reigns the tyrant love, 
And all by turns his powerful influence prove; 
F 2 | Sometimes 
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Sometimes a mighty empire, he o'erthrows, 
Now ſoars in lofty verſe, now creeps in proſe 5 
Sometimes in tragic garb his paſſion mourns, 
Sometimes the humbler comic muſe adorns : 
Fire in his eyes, and arrows in his hand, 

He ſpreads or pains or pleaſures thro' the land: 
In plaintive elegy his carols ſweet 

Now ſings, now jocund laughs at Sylvia's feet: 
For ever varying, and for ever new, 9 


From ſerious Maro down to gay Chaulieu: 
Bound by no laws, and to no verſe confin'd, 
He rules o'er every ſtate, and ev'ry mind, ; 7 
The univerſal idol of mankind. | i 
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DRAMATIS PERSON A. 


The Count d'OTLBAN, a nobleman retir'd into the 
country. 


The Baroneſs de YORME, a relation of the Count's, 
a haughty imperious woman, of a bad temper, 
and diſagreeable to live with. 


The Marchioneſs d'OLBan, mother of the Count. 


NAxixE, a young girl, brought up in the Count's 
houſe, 


= PriLie HOMBERT, a peaſant in the neighbour- | 
Ii hood. 9 
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BL Als E, the gardener, 


| 
| 
ö emen, | Servants, 
| Marin, 248 


SCENE, the Count d'OLBAn's country ſeat, 
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ACTI. SCENE !. 
The Count OL BAN, the Baroneſs de  ORME, 


BARONESS. 
N ſhort, my lord, it is time tocometo an explana- 
L tion with regard to this affair; we are no children, 
therefore let us talk freely : you have been a widower 
for theſe two years paſt, and Ia widow about as long: 
the law-ſuit in which we were unfortunately engag d, 


— — 


* 


—— — — 


© This Comedy is call'd in the French, Nanine, ou le prejuge 
vainca ; Nanine, or Prejudice overcome. It is written, as we are 
told in the title page, in verſes of ten ſyllables. The abſurdity 
of Comedies in rhime 1 have already remark' d. The original 
begins thus: 
Il faut parler, il faut, Monſieur le Comte, 
Vous expliquer nettement ſur mon Compte. 
The reader cannot but obſer ve, what villainous rhimes Comte. 
and Compre are, and perhaps will more readily forgive my re- 
ducing this _— into plain proſe. 


F4 and 
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and which gave us both ſo much uneaſineſs, is at 
an end; and all our animoſities, I hope, now bury'd 
with thoſe who were the cauſes of them, 


COUNT. | 
1 am glad on't; for law-ſuits were always my 
averſion. ; 

BARONE 88. 

And am not I as hateful as a law-ſuit ? 
COUNT. 

' You, madam : 4 

BARONESS 8. | 


Yes, I, fir: for theſe two years paſt we have liv'd 
together, with freedom, as relations and friends; the 
ties of blood, taſte, and intereſt, ſeem to unite us, 
and to point out a more intimate connection. 

COUNT. , | 

"Frere: madam? make uſe of fome better term, 
I beſeech you. 

f BARONESS. 

That, ſir, I cannot; but with grief I find- your 
inconſtant heart no longer conſiders me in any o- 
ther-light than as your relation. | 

COUNT. | 
Ido not wear the appearance, madam, of a trifler. 
4 . BARONESS, 


Fou wear the appearance, fir, of a perjur'd villain. 
COUNT. 


I 


- 
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.- . Q@UNT- Aude. 
Ha! what's this ? : 
' BARONESS, 

Yes, fir : you know the ſuit my huſband began 
againſt you, to recover my eſtate, was, by agree- 
ment to have been terminated by a marriage; a” 
marriage you told me, of choice; you were engag'd 
to me, you know you are; and he who defers the ex- 
cution of his promiſe, ſeldom means to perform it.. 


N COUNT:.. 
You know, I wait for my mother's conſent.. 
BARONESS. 
A doting old woman: well, ſir, and what then? 
. CO UNT. | 
T'love and reſpect her yet. 
BARON ESS. 


But I do not, fir. Come, come, theſe are idle: 
frivolous excuſes for your unpardonable falſehood :. 


you wait not for her, or for any body; perfidious,, 


ungrateful.man |. 


Who told you ſo, madam, and whenee all this 
violence of paſſion? who. told you ſo? whence: 


comes your information; madam ?- | 
Fs: BARONESS.. 


BARONESS. 


Who told me? yourſelf, yourſelf. Your words, 
your manner, your air, your whole behaviour, put 
on on purpoſe to affront me: it ſhocks me to ſee it : 
act in another manner, or find ſome better excuſes 
for your conduct: can you think me blind to the 
ſhameful unworthy paſſion that directs you, a paſ- 
ſion for the loweſt, meaneſt object? you have de- 
ceiv'd me, fir, baſely deceiv'd me. 


COUNT. 


»Tis falfe, I cannot deceive ; diſſimulation is no 
part of my character. I own to you there was a 
time when you were agreeable to me, I admir'd you, 
and flatter d myſelf that I ſhou'd have found in you 
a treaſure to make amends for that which heaven 


had depriv'd me of; I hoped in this ſweet aſylum to 


have taſted the fruits ofa peaceful and happy union: 
but you have found out the means to deſtroy your 
own power. Love, as I told you long ſince, has two 
quivers, one fill'd with darts tipp'd with the pureſt 
flame, which inſpires the ſoul with tender feelings, 
refines our taſte, and ſentiments, enlivens our af- 
ſection, and enhances our pleaſures: the other is full 
of cruel arrows, that wound our hearts with quarrels, 
Jealouſy, and ſuſpicion, bring on coldneſs and indif- 
ferencey 
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ference, and remove the warmth of paſſion to make 
room for diſguſt and ſatiety: theſe, madam, ate the 
darts which you have drawn ſorth, againſt us both, 
and yet you expect that I ſhou'd love. 
BARONESS, 

There, indeed, I own myſelf in the wrong: I 
ought not to expect it: it is not in your power: but 
you are falſe, and now wou'd reproach me for it, 
and I muſt ſuffer your inſults, your fine ſimiles 
and illuſtrations :. but pray, fir, what is it I have 
done to loſe this mighty treaſure ? what have you: 
to find fault with? 

COUNT. 

Your temper, your humours, madam : beauty: 
pleaſes the eye alone, ſoftneſs and complacency: 
charm the ſoul.. 8 95 
BARONESS. 

And have not you your humours too, fir ? 

| COUNT. 

Doubtleſs, madam ; and, for. that very reaſon, 
wou'd have an indulgent wife; one whoſe ſweet 
complying goodneſs wou'd bend a little to my frail- 
ties, and condeſcend to reconcile me to myſelf, to 
heal my: wounds without burning them, to correct 
without aſſuming, to govern without being a tyrant,, 
to inſinuate herſelf by degrees into my heart, as the 

So: { light: 
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light of a fine day opens gradually on the weak and 
delicate eye: he who feels the yoke that is put on 
him will always [murmur at it: and tyrannic love 
is a deity whom I abjure : I wou'd be a lover, but 
not a ſlave: your pride, madam, wou'd make me 
contemptible : I have faults, I own L have ; 3 but, 
heaven made woman to correct the leaven ofour ſouls. 


to ſoften our afflictions, ſweeten our bad humours,. 


ſooth our paſſions, and make us better and happier 
beings :. this was that they were deſign'd for; and, 
for my part, I wou'd prefer uglineſs and affability 
to beauty with pride and arrogance. 


BARONESS. | 
Excellently. well moralis'd, indeed; and ſo when. 


you inſult, abuſe,” and'betray me, I in-return, with. 


mean complacency, muſt forgive the ſhameful ex- 

travagance of your paſſion : and your aſſum'd air 
of grandeur and magnanimity muſt be a ſufficient. 
excuſe to me for all the baſeneſs of your heart. 


CO UNT. 
How, madam ? * 


| BARONE'SS; 

Yes, fir: I know you: it is the young Nanine- 
who has done me this injury; a child, a ſervant, a 
field beggar, whom my fooliſh tenderneſs nouriſh'd-- 

| and 
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and ſupported ; whom your "fond eaſy mother, 
touch'd with falſe pity, took up out of the boſom of. 
penury and ſorrow, O you bluſh, fir, do you. | 


COUNT... ; 
I, madam ? I wiſh ber well. 
BARONESS, - 
You. love her, fir : Iknow you do. 
5 COUNT, 
Well, madam, and if I did love her, know,. E 
wou'd openly avow it. | 


BARONESS; 
Nay, I believe you are capable of it. 
COUN-T.. 
I am ſo. 
B ARO N E 8 8. 


And wou'd you break thus through all the bound 3. 
of decency, degrade your rank, demean your birth, 
and, plung'd as you are in ſhame and infamy, R= 
at and defy all honour? 2 

| COUNT. 

Call it prejudice : whatever you, or the world may- 
think, madam, I never miſtake vanity for. honqur | 

ang py: you love pomp and ſplendor, and place 
grandeur-. 
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grandeur and nobility in a'coat of arms: I look for 
it in the heart, The man of worth, who has mo- 
deſty with courage, and the woman who has ſenſe 
and ſpirit, tho' without fortune, rank, or title, are, 
in my eyes, the firſt of human kind. 
BARONESS, 
But ſure they ought to have ſome rank and' con- 
dition in life. Wou'd you treat a low born ſcholar, 
or an honeſt man of the meaneſt birth, becauſe he 
had a little {virtue, in the ſame manner, and with. 
the ſame geſpeCt as you wou'd a lord ? 
| COUNT. 
The virtuous ſhou'd always have the preference. 


BARONESS 


This extravagant humility is inſupportable ; do 
we owe nothing then to our rank? 
COUNT. 
Fes: to be honeſt. 
BARONESS. 
My noble blood wou'l aſpire to a higher charac-. | 
ter. i 
k COUNT, 5 
That is a high one, which defies the vulgar. 


BAROs 


5 — — ù 
>. 
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BARONESS. 
Thus you degrade all quality. 
COUNT. 
No: thus I do honour to humanity. 
BARONESS. 


Ridiculous ! what then becomes of the world 25 
what is faſhion ? 


COUNT, 45 
Faſhion, madam, is deſpis'd by wiſdom : I will 


obey its ridiculous commands in my dreſs perhaps, 


but not in my ſentiments: No: it becomes a man 
to act like a men, to preſerve to himſelf his own I 
taſte and his own thoughts: am] ridicuouſly to aſk 
of others what I am to ſeek, or toavoid, to praiſe, or 
condemn ? muſt the world decide my fate? ſurely I 
have my reaſon, and that ſhou'd be my guide : 


apes were made for imitation only, but 1 man ſhou'd 
act from his own heart. 


BARONESS. 

Why, this to be ſure is freedom of ſentiment, 
and talking like a philoſopher. Go then, thou po- 
ble and ſublime ſoul, go, and fall in love with vit- 
lage damſels, be the happy rival of ploughmen and 


hedgers: 80, and ſupport the honour of your race. 
COU N T. 
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COUNT. 
Good heaven! what muſt I do? How am to act? 


SCENE II. | 
The COUNT, the BARONESS, BLAISE... 
COUNT. 
Well, ſir, what do you want? 
5 A | 
Your poor-gardener, ſir, humbly beſeeches your 


Honour 
CO UN. 


My honour !' well, Blaiſe, and what wouw'd'ſt: 
thou have of my honour ?- 
BLAISE. 
An pleaſe your honour, I would inder marry d 


214 — 
C ou NT. 


With all my heart, Blaiſe, you have my conſent ;, 
] like your defign, and will aſſiſt you: I love folks. 
ſhou'd marry. Well, and thy ſpouſe elect, Blaiſe,, 
what, is ſhe. handſome ? 

BLAISE. 

O yes, fir, a delicate little morſel,. 

| a BARONESS. 

And does ſhe like you, Blaiſe. ? 


| BLAISE.. 
© yes COUNT.. 
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COUNT. - 
Well, and her name is ? 5's | 
BL AIS E. A 
Yes, 'tig—— 
COUNT. 
What? 30 
9 BL AIS E. 
The me Nanine. 333 6 
| +  GOVUNL AY 
Nanine ? 
BARONNESS, 
Well, very well indeed ! I approve of the match 
extremely. 
COUNT. (Ade. 
O heav'n! how am Iſunk ! it cannot, muſt not be. 
B L AIS E. 
I's ſure, maiſter will like it. 
COUNT. 
What! did you fay the lov'd you, raſcal ? 


BLAISE. 
vg pardon, fir, ä F 


COUNT. 
Did ſhe tell you that ſhe lov'd you, fir? - 
BLAISE: 
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Why, no, ſir, not abſolutely, ſir; not directly; 
but ſhe ſeem'd to have a little ſort of a ſneaking 
kindneſs for me too: a hundred times has ſhe ſaid 
to me in the prettieſt, ſofteſt, moſt familiar tone, 
© help-me, my dear friend, Blaiſe, to make a fine 
© noſegay for my lord, that beſt of maſters ;* then 
wou'd ſhe make the noſegay with ſuch a pretty air, 
and look ſo thoughtful, and ſo abſent, and ſo con- 
fuſed, and ſo O it was plain enough. 


COUNT. Aſide» 


Away, Blaiſe, get thee gone———O ? and am 
agreeable to her then ? 


BL AIS E. | 
Nay, maſter, now don't put off this little affair of 
mine, | 
COUNT. 
Ha! 
BLAIS E. 


You ſhall ſee how this little ſpot of land will thrive 
under our hands ſoon: why won't you anſwer me, 
fir? You ſay nothing. 


COUNT, ABS. 
00 my heart is too full: I muſt retire——madam, 


your ſervant. 


SCENE 


. 089. 
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SCENE ili. 
The BARONESS, BL AIS E. 
BARONESS, [To herfelf- 


He loves her to diſtraction, that I'm poſitive of: 


by what charms, by what happy addreſs, cou'd ſhe 
thus ſteal his heart from me? Nanine! good heav'n! 


what a choice] what madneſs! Nanine l no! I ſhall 


burſt with diſappointment. 
| BLAISE, 
What did you fay, Madam, about Nanihe? 
BARONESS. [To henſelf, 
Inſolent creature 
BLAIS E. 
Is not Nanine a charming girl? 
BARONESS. 
No. 
BLAISE, 


Well, I ſay no more; but do, ſpeak for me, ſpeak 
for poor Blaiſe, 
BARONESS. 
What a dreadful ſtroke is this! 
| BLAISE, 
I have a little money, madam, a few crowns: my 
father left me three good acres of land, and they 
ſhall 
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ſhall be hers; money, and land, every thing I have, 
body and ſoul, Blaiſe and all. Y 
BARONESS. 
| Believe me, Blaiſe, I wiſh you as well as you can 
wiſh yourſelf, and ſhou'd be glad to ſerve you: I 
ſhou'd be glad to ſee you married this very night; 
.nay, what's more, I'll give her a portion. 
; BLAISE. 
O good dear baroneſs | how do I love you is it 
- © poſſible you can make me ſo happy? 
. 24. B ARON ESS. | 
Alas ! Blaiſe, I am afraid I cannot z we mall ne- 
ver ſucceed, 


BLAISE. 
O but you muſt, madam. 
43 BARONESS; 
I wiſh to God ſhe was your wife: wait for my tu 
orders, ſu 
BLAISE, th 
And muſt I wait? not long I hope. 
BARONESS. 
Be gone. 1 
BL AIS E. 


| RE madam : I n haue her, I ſhall have her. 
8 C E NE 
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SCENE IV. 

The BARONESS. | [Alone. 
What a ſtrange adventure! cou'd I have receiy'd 
a more cruel injury? a more ſhameful affront ? the 
ount d'Olban rivall'd by a gardener——here, bor, 
T/he calls out to her ſervant] fetch Nanine to me: 
ince I am ſo unhappy, I muſt examine her: where 
ou'd ſhe have learn'd this art of flattery? who 
aught her to gain hearts, and to preſerve ther, 
to light up a ſtrong and a laſting flame? where ? 
oubtleſs, in her eyes, in plain and ſimple nature 
but this ſhameful and unworthy paſſion of his is 
ſtill a ſecret ; it has not dared as yet to appear open- 
ly. D'Olban, I ſee, has his ſcruples about it: ſo 
much the worſe; if he had none, I might ſtill have 
hopes ; but he has all the ſymptoms of true love: 
O here ſhe comes, the ſight of her hurts me; na- 


J 
A 


ture is molt unjuſt, to beſtow ſo much beauty on 


ſuch a creature ; *tis an affront to nobility : come 
this way, madam. 


SCENE v. 
The BARONESS, NANINE. 
NANINE. 


Madam, / | 
4 * e 


ed: hence come you! what have you been about 
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BARONESS. 

And yet, after all, ſhe is not ſo very handſome 

thoſe great black eyes of her's expreſs nothing ; but | ; 

- if they have ſaid, I love; ay, there's the danger: MW 

but I muſt—come this way, child, | 
NANINE. 
I come, madam, as is my duty, 

BARONESS. | 

Ves: but you make me wait a little for you; pry- 

thee, child, ſtep on: how aukwardly ſhe is made 
what a mien there is ! he was never made for ſuch 


a creature as thee. | 
NANINE, | 
| "Tis very true, madam : I affure you, I have of. 
ten bluſh'd in ſecret when TI look'd on theſe fine . 
cloths : but they were your firſt preſent to me, the 
effect of that goodneſs which I ſhall ever acknow- 
ledge, and of that generous care with which you were 


b. 


pleas'd to honour me: you took a pride in dreſſing 
me: O, madam, remember how often you hay: 
protected me: believe me, madam, I am till the 
ſame : why ſhou'd you wiſh to humble a Tubmiſlive 


heart, which can never forget itſelf? 
| | BARONESS. 
Bring that couch nearer to me O I am diſtraQ 


I NANINE 


— 
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NANINE. 
Reading, madam. | 
BARONESS. 
Reading what ? 
NANINE, 
An Engliſh book that was given me. 
BARONESS, 
What's the ſubject of it ? 
NANINE. 

"Tis extremely intereſting: the author wou'd have 
us believe that we are all brethren, all-born equal, 
and on à level with each other; but *tis an idle chi- 
mera, I can't reconcile myſelf to his doctrine. 

| BARONESS. [Afide. * 
She will ſoon, I ſuppoſe - what vanity![To Nanine,] 
10W* bring me my ſtandiſh, and pen and ink. 

NANINE. 
Ves, madam. | 
BARONESS. 
No; ſtay ; give me ſomething to drink. 
NANINE, 
What, madam ? 
BARONBSS, 1 
Nothing: it's no matter: take my fan.—go and 
teh my gloves—or—ſtay —it does not ſignify, you 
need 


a 
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need not: come hither: take you care, I deſire, ne- 
ver to think yourſelf handſome. | 
NANINE, | 
That, madam, is a leſſon you have ſo often taught 
me, that if I had ſo much vanity, and ſelf- love had 
ſuch influence over my fooliſh heart, you wou'd ſoon 


have cured me of it. 
. BARONESS. [Afide. 
Where can ſhe have learn'd all this ? how T hate 
her beauty and wit together ! *tis intolerable—— 
hark'ee, child, you know the tenderneſs I had for 


you in your infancy. 

NANIN E. 

Yes, madam, and I hope my youth will be ho- 
nour'd with equal goodneſs from you. 

BARONESS, 

Be careful then to deſerve it: it is my intention 
now, this very day, nay this very hour, to fix ang 
eſtabliſh your happineſs ; judge then whether J love 


YOu. 
NANINE. 


To fix my happineſs ? 
BARONESS. 

Ves: I will give you a portion: the huſband I 
deſign for you is well-made, and every way worthy of 
© you; a proper match for you in every particular, and 

85 N e 
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the only one that at preſent could ſuit you: you 
ought to thank me for the choice: in a word, 'tis 
Blaiſe the gardiner. ; 

1 NANINE. 
Blaiſe, madam? | 

BARONESS. 

Yes: why that ſimpering? do you heſitate a 

moment to conſent ? my offers, madam, | wou'd . 


have you to know, are commands; very: or expect 
my reſentment. 


NANINE. 

But, madam— TT 

BARONESS. 

Let me have no butt, they offend me: a pretty 
thing indeed, for your impertinence to refuſe a 
huſband at my hands! that ſimple heart of yours 
is ſwell'd to a fine degree of vanity: but your 
boldneſs is a little premature, and your triumph 
will be of ſhort duration : you take advantage of 
the capricious fortune of one lucky day, but ſhall 
ſoon ſee what will be the event; Thou ungrate- 
ful little wretch, haſt thou the inſolence to pleaſe? 
you underſtand me, madam, but I'll bring you 
back to that nothingneſs from whence you came, 
and you ſhall lament your folly and your pride: 11 
ſhut you up for the reſt of your life in a convent. 


Ven. V. . NANINE- 


NANINE. | 

On my knees I thank you, madam; do, ſhut 
me up, my fate will be too mild: yes, madam, of 
all the benefits you have ever beſtow'd on me, this, 
which you call a puniſhment, I ſhall eſteem the 
greateſt favour: ſhut me up for ever in a cloiſter, 
there I will thank you for your goodneſs, and 
bleſs my dear maſter: there I ſhall learn to calm 
thoſe cruel fears, thoſe dreadful alarms, thoſe worſt 
of evils, thoſe paſſions that are far more dangerous 
to me eyen than your reſentment, which fills me 
with terror and aſtoniſhment : O madam, by that 
anger, I entreat you, deliver me, fave me, ſave me, 
if poſſible, from myſelf; this moment I am ready to 


£0. | 
BARONESS. 


What do I hear? can it be? are you in amet, 
8 Nanine, or mean you to deceive me? 
NANINE. 
No: indeed I do not. O do me this charming, 
this divine favour my heart ſtands too much in 


need of it, PALF „ 
BARON E 8 8. [ With tranſport. 


Riſe then, and let me embrace you. O happy 
hour? my dear Nanine, my friend, T'1] go this in- 
ſtant and prepare your ſweet retreat : O *tis a 
charming thing to live in a convent ! 


e NANINE. 


— 


J ok a RR - 
NANINE. 


"Tis at leaſt a ſhelter from the world, and all its 
cares. 
BARONESS. 
O, my dear, tis a delightfal ſituation. 


NANINE, 
Do vou think ſo, madam ? 


BA R ONESS. 
This world is a hateful place—jealous—- 
10 N AN INE. I sigbing. 
*Tis ſo indeed, 
B BARONESS. 
Fooliſh, wicked, vain, deceitful, inconſtant, and 
ungrateful: O *tis a horrid place. 
NANINE. 


Ves, I ſee it wou'd be fatal to me, Þ ought to 
flee from it. 


166 7 A RO N E 88. : 
. You ought indeed: a good convent is the beſt 


has of ſecurity: Now, my good lord, I think, I 
ſhall be before hand with you. 


.NANINE. 
« Did 5 wy wy 1210 about my maſter, madam? 


88 G2 BARONESS. 


* 


BARONESS. 


O Nanine, I love thee even to madneſs : this 
moment I wou'd, if poſſible, lock thee up never to 
come out again: but to night ĩt is too late, we muſt ' 
wait till morning. Hark'ee, child, come to me at 
midnight to my apartment, and we will ſet off ſe- 
cretly for the convent : be ready by five at furtheſt, 


SCENE VI. 


NANIN EK. [Alone. 
How diſtreſsful is my condition ! what trouble 
and uneaſineſs do I feel ! and what various paſſions 
riſe in my ſoul! to leave ſo good, ſo amiable a ma- 
ſter, perhaps to offend him by it: and yet if I had 
ſtay'd, this exceſs of his goodneſs might have 
brought on worſe calamities, and put his whole fa- 
mily in confuſion. The baroneſs ſeems apprehen- 
ſive he has a particular regard for me: but his heart 
cou'd never ſtoop ſo low; I muſt not, dare not think 
of it: and my lady ſeems deſperately angry about 
it: am I hated then, and ſhou'd I be afraid of being 
belov'd? O but myſelf, myſelf, I have moſt reaſon 
to fear, and my fooliſh heart, that beats ſo at the 
thought of him. What will become of me ? taken 
out of my bumble ſtate, my notions now are too 


refined and too > exalted; itis a misfortune, nay, 


and 
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and it is a fault too, to have a mind above one's con- . 
dition. I muſt go: I know it will kill me: but 
no matter. 


SCENE VII. 
The COUNT, NANINE, a ſervant, 


| COUNT. | 
Stay at that door there ſomebody, d'ye hear? 
| bring chairs here, quick, make haſte. [ He bows to 


Nanine, who makes him a low courts/y.] Come fit 

down. | 
. NANINE, 

Who I, fir? 

COUN T. 

Ves: I will have it ſo: I mean to pay you, Na- 
nine, that reſpect which your conduct, your beau- 
ty, and merit deſerve: ſhines the diamond with leſs 
luſtre, or is it leſs valuable, becauſe found in a de- 
ſert? What's the matter? your eyes ſeem bath'd in 
tears: O I ſee it but too plain: our angry baroneſs, 
jealous of your charms, has been venting her ill hu- 
mours on you, and left my poor girl weeping. 


| NANINE. | 
No, fir, no: her goodneſs, I afſure you, to me 
was never greater than at preſent z but wy thing 
here ſoftens and effects me, 


G3 COUNT. 
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COUNT. 


I'm glad to hear it; I was afraid it was ſome of 
her malice, 


NANINE. 
Why ſo, fir? 


COUNT. 

O my dear girl, jealouſy reigns in every breaſt: 
every man is jealous when he is in love, and every 
woman even before ſhe is ſo. A young and beau- 
tiful girl, who at the ſame time is good-natured 
and ſincere, is ſure to diſpleaſe her whole ſex: men 
are more juſt, and we endeavour as well as we can 
to revenge ourſelves on you. for your jealouſy : 
but with regard to Nanine, I only do her juſtice, 
L love that heart which is void of artifice; I admire 
the diſplay of thoſe extraordinary talents which you 
have ſo finely cultivated ; and I am both furpris'd 
and charm'd at the i ingenuous ſimplicity of your 
manners, 

NANINE. 

O, fir, my merit is ſmall indeed; but l have ſeen 
you, have heard and been inſtructed by you: you 
have raiſed me too high above my humble birth: 
Lowe you but too much: from you only I have 
| e to think. 

COUNT, 
O Nanine, wit and good-ſenſe are not to be 
taught, NANIN E. 
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NANINE. 


I think too much, I fear, for one in my ſtation: 
my fortune deſign'd me for the loweſt rank in life. 


COUNT. | 

Your virtues have plac'd you in the higheſt : 

but tell me ingenuouſly, what effect had that 
Engliſh book I left..you ? | 
NANINE. 

Not convinc'd me at all, fir: I am more than 

e ever of opinion, that there are hearts ſo noble and 


ſo generous, that all others muſt appear mean and 
vile when put in compariſon with them. 


COUNT. 

True, Nanine, and you are yourſelf a proof of 
it : but permit me to raiſe you for the future to a 
rank and ſtation here leſs unworthy of you. 

NANINE. | 

My condition, fir, is-already too high, and too 
defirable for me. a 
a COUNT. 

No, Nanine, that cannot be: henceforward 1 


malle conſider you as one of the family; my mother 
is coming, ſhe will look on you: as her daughter. 


one it is to fulfil. 


% 


too ] but you ſhou'd be more at your eaſe, and ap- 


goodneſs; Jet me live unknown and unenvy'd; 


i» ANNE 
my efleem, and her tender friendſhip, will put you 
on adifferent footing, and place you ina better rank 


than you have hitherto held under a proud and im- 
perious woman. 


NANINE. [Afide. 
She only taught me my duty, fir —and a hard 


COUNT. 
What duty ? yours, Nanine, is only to pleaſe, 
and that you always perform; wou'd I could do ſo 


pear with more ſplendour; you are not yet in your 
proper ſphere. 

NANINE. i 

I am indeed quite out of it, and it is that which 

makes me unhappy tis my misfortune, perhaps an 
irreparable one. | Riſing] O my lord, my maſter, 
remove, I befeech you, from me all theſe vanities: 
am confus'd overwhelm'd with your exceſs of 


heav'n form'd me for obſcurity, and humility 
has nothing in it that to me is grating or diſagree- 
able: leave me to my retreat; what ſhou'd I do 
in the world, what ſhou'd I wiſh to ſee there, af- 
ter the admiration of your virtues? | 


COUNT. 


| ſe 
C: 
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COUNT. [To himſelf. 
It is too much, I can reſiſt no longer. 


[To Nanine. 
You remain in obſcurity ? you? | 


NANINE. 
Whatever I may do, permit me to aſk one fa- 


your of you. 
COUNT. 


What is it ? ſpeak. | 


NANINE. 


For ſome time paſt * have loaded me with 


preſents. 
COUNT. 


Pardon me, Nanine, I acted but as a tender fa- 
ther, who lov'd his child: I have not the art to 
ſet off my preſents by flattery, I aim not at gal- 
lantry, and only deſire to be_juſt: fortune had 
done you wrong, and I meant to revenge the in- 
jury: but nature, in recompence for it, laviſh'd all 
her bounties on you, and her I ftrove to imitate, 


NANINE. 

You have done a great deal too much; but I 
fatter myſelf I may be permitted, without being 
thought ungrateful, to diſpoſe of thoſe noble pre- 
| ſents, which I ſhall ever hold dear becauſe they 


came from you. | | | 
G 5 COUNT, 
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CO UN T. 
You mean to affront | me, ſure, 


SCENE VIII. 
The COUNT, NANINE, GER MON. 


_GERMON. 
My lady wants you; ſhe waits. 


COUNT. 
Let her wait then: what! can't I ſpeak a mo- 
ment to you without being interrupted ? 


NANINE. 5 
It gives me pain to leave you; but you know, 
ſir, ſhe was my miſtreſs. 


; COUNT. 
No: 1 know it not; nor ever will. 


NANINE. 
She has ſtill a power over me. 


COUNT. 

No ſuch thing: ſhe ſhall have none—you ſigh, 
Nanine, there's ſomething at the bottom of that 
heart; what's the matter? 


NANINE. 
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NANINE. 
I am ſorry to leave you fir—but I muſt—O hea- 


ven now all is over. 
[She goes out, 


SCENE IX. 
The COUNT, G ER MON. 
COUNT. (Ta himſelf. 
She wept as ſhe left me; for a long time ſhe 
has groan'd beneath the tyrannical caprice of this 


peeviſh baroneſs, who inſults her: and by what 
right, or what authority? but *tis an abuſe which 


I will never ſuffer: this world is nothing but a 


lottery of wealth, titles, dignities, rights, and 
privileges, barter'd for without legal claim, and 
ſcatter'd without diſtintion—here, you,— 
GERMON. 

My lord. | 
1 COUNT. 
To morrow morning lay this purſe of a hun- 
dred louis-dor's upon her toilette; be ſure you 
don't fail; you muſt then go and ſee after her ſer- 
rants below, they'll wait there. 


GERMON. 
The baroneſs ſhall certainly have them on her 


toilette according to your orders, 


G 6 COUNT, 
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COUN.T. | 
Blockhead, they're not for her; for Nanine, 1 
tel] you. k 
GERMON. 
0 very well, fir, I beg pardon. 


WE COUNT. 
Be gone, leave me. [Germon goes out]. This 
tenderneſs of mine can never be a weakneſs in 
me : true, I idoliſe her; but my heart was not 
| touch'd by her beauty only, her character is to 
the laſt degree amiable : I admire her ſou] ; but 
then her low condition—it is too high; were ſhe 
lower, I ſhou'd love her yet more: but can I 
marry her? doubtleſs I may; can one pay too dear 
for being bappy? ſhall I fear the cenſure of an 
idle word, and let pride deprive me of all I wiſh 
for ? but then cuſtom——-a cruel tyrant: nature 
has a prior right, and ſhou'd be obey'd: and fol 
arp Blaiſe's rival too; and why not? Blaiſe is a 
man ; he loves her, and he is in the right of it: 
ſhe can be but in, the poſſeſſion of one, though 
the defire of all : gardeners may ſigh for her, and 
ſo might kings: my Eon will juſtify my 
choice. 


Exp of the FIRST Acr. 
1 ACT 


N AN 1 N E. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
The COUNT, MARIN, 


. COUNT. [To himſelf. 

TELL: this night is a whole year to me: 
W not once have I cloſed my eye-lids: 
every body is aſleep but me; Nanine flceps in 
peace, a ſweet repoſe refreſhes her charms, whilſt 
I wander from place to place, and can find no reſt: 
I fit down to write, but can't: then ſtrive to read, 
but all in vain; I don't know the words before 
me whilſt 1 am looking on them, nor can my 
mind retain a ſingle idea: methinks, in every 
page, I ſee the name of Nanine imprinted by ſome 
hand divine—hola ! whoſe there? all aſleep? Ger- 


mon, Marin. 
MARIN. [Behind the ſcenes, 


Coming, fir, . 
COUNT. 


| You idle raſcals, make haſte, it's broad mw 
light z come, come, 
MAR I N. 
Lard, fir, what ſpirit has rais'd you up fo early 
this morning ? 


COUNT. 
Love, | | 


MARIN. 
0 ho! my lady will let none of us ſleep long in 
this houſe; what did you want, fir? 


COUNT. 

Why, Marin, I muſt have, let me ſee, by to- 
moro at furtheſt, ſix new horſes, a new equi- 
1 page, a clever chamber-maid, notable, and care- 
| ful, a valet-de-chambre, and two footmen, 
| | young, and well-made, and no libertines, ſome 
diamonds, ſome very fine buckles, ſome gold 
trinkets, and ſome new ſtuffs; therefore be gone, 
ride poſt to Paris this inſtant, never mind killing 
+" view horſes. | 
1 N MARIN. 

O ho, I ſee how it is; you are caught; ; my 
lady baroneſs is to be our miſtreſs to day, I fup- 
poſe; you are going to be mnary'd to her at laſt? 


| COUNT. | 
- Whatever my intention is, go you about your 
buſineſs; fly, and make haſte back, 


MARIN. 


I'm gone, ſir. 


= 
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; - The COUNT, GERMON. 
COUNT. Fro himſelf, 


And ſhall I then-enjoy the ſweet in of ho- 
nouring, of making happy the dear object of my 
love ? The baroneſs, I know, will be in a rage: 
with all my heart, let her rave as long as ſhe will; 
I deſpiſe her, and the world, and its opinion; and 
am afraid of nobody : I will never be the flave of 
. prejudice, it is an enemy whom we ought to ſub- 
due, thofe who make a rational mind more vir- 
ous, and thoſe only are reſpeQable : but hark! 
what noiſe is that in the court? a chariot ſure: 
it muſt be ſo; 7% who cou'd come at this time 
in the morning? my mother perhaps, Germoan— 
2 GE RM ON. 
Sir. j | 
D 95692; UNT. 
What is that? 
3 GERMON. 
A chariot, fir, _ > 
„ 
| Who? 8 is it? any body coming dere? 


LOR 6 RON. 
No, fir, they're going. Spe 
COUNT, 
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oN r. 
Going! who? where? 


_GERMON. 
The baroneſs, fir, going out immediately. 


COUNT. 
O with all my * let her go for ever if ſhe 


pleaſes ! 
G ER MON. 


Nanine and ſhe are this minute ſetting out, 


COUNT. 
0 heav'n ! what ſayſt thou? Nanine? 


GERMON. 
| COUNT, 


How is this? = 
GERMON. 


My lady, fir, is going with her this morning, 
to put her into a neighbouring convent. 


COUNT. - 

Away: fly: let us begone: but what am I 
about? I am too warm to talk to them: no mat- 
ter, I'll go; I ought——but ſtop, that muſt not 
be, I ſhou'd at once diſcover all my paſſion: no— - 
go, Germon, ſtop them, let every thing be faſt; 
bring * to me, or anſwer it with your life. 
| [ Germon 


— 
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_ [Germon goes out.] So they wou'd have carry'd 
her off ! what a dreadful ſtroke! ungrateful, cruel, 
unjuſt woman! how have I deſerv'd this! what 
have I done! 1 only lov'd, and adored her; but 
never declar'd my paſſion; never endeavour'd to 
force her inclmations, or to alarm her fearful in- 
nocence: why ſhou'd ſhe fly from me? the more 
I think on it, the more 1 am aſtoniſh'd, 


ann 
The COUNT, NANIN E. 


CO UNT. 

My ſweet girl, is it you? what, run away from 
me? anſwer me, explain this myſt'ry to me: ter- 
rify'd, I ſuppoſe, with the baroneſs's threats, you 
were willing to eſcape; and that tender regard 
which 1 have long had for your virtues, I know, 
has quickned her reſentment: you cou'd not ſure 
yourſelf have thought of leaving me, of depriving 
this place of its faireſt ornament: laſt night, when 
I ſaw you in tears, tell me, Nanine, had you any 
intention of this? anſwer me, tell me, why 
wou'd you have wiſh'd to leave me? Te 


| NANINE. RE: 
| Behold me on my knees, and trembling before 
you, | 


"COUNT, . 
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co UN T. [Raiſing her up. 


Riſe, Nanine, and tell me I tremble more 
myſelf, 2. 


My lady, ſir — 
C 0 UNT. 
Well—what of her? 


NANINE. 
That lady, fir, whom I honour and eſteem, did 
not, I aflure you, force me to the convent. 
_ COUNT. 
And cou'd i it then be your own choice? O miſery! 


NANI NE. 
It was, I own it was: I entreated her to reſtrain 
my wand'ring OL NIN wanted to have 
marry'd me. 


NANIN E. 


_ "COUNT. 
Indeed! to whom? Fg 
NANIN E. 
To your gardener. 
CO UN T. 
0 the worthy choice! 


„„ 

I, fir, was aſham'd, and to the laſt degree un- 
happy: 1 who in vain endeayour to ſtifle ſenti- 
ments far above my condition, I whom your 
bounty 


bounty had rais'd too high, muſt now be puniſh'd 
by the loſs of that goodneſs which I never deſerv'd. 


COUNT. 


' You puniſh yourſelf, Nanine, and for what? 


j NANIN E. | 
For having dared to raiſe the reſentment of your 


relation, fir, who was once my miſtreſs ; I know, 
fir, I am diſagreeable to her; the very fight of 
me diſguſts her: ſhe has reaſon indeed, for when 


I was near her, I was guilty of a weakneſs which 


I ſhall ever feel; it grows upon me every hour: 


but I would have torn it from my breaſt ; I would 
have humbled, by the auſterities of a convent, 
this proud heart, exalted by your goodneſs, and 
revenged on it the involuntary crime : but the bit- 
tereſt grief I felt was my fear of offending you. 
COUNT, [Turning from her, and walking about. 
What ſentiments ! what a noble and ingenuous 
mind! Can ſhe be prejudiced in my favour? was 


- ſhe afraid of loving me? O exalted virtue! 


x NANINE. 

If I have offended you, I beg a thouſand par- 

dons; but permit me, fir, in ſome deep retreat 

to hide my ſorrows, and to reflect in ſectet on my 
own duty, and dd goodneſs to me. 

COUN T. 


1 
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, COUNT. | 
No more of that now, obſerve me, the ba- 
roneſs is your friend, and out of her generoſity has 
provided you with a ſervant, a ruſtic, a boor, for 
your huſband. I know of one who will at leaſt 
be leſs unworthy of you: in birth and fortune 
far ſuperior to Blaiſe; young, honeſt, and well 
provided for: a man, | aſſure you, of ſenſe and 
reflection; his character very different from thoſe 
of the preſent age: if I am not much miſtaken, 
| he'll make you an excellent huſband : is not this 
better than a convent? A 


NANIN E. 
No: fir, I own to you, this new favour which 
you wou'd beſtow on me has nothing in it that 
can give me any real ſatis faction: you know my 
grateful heart, read there my real ſentiments, and 
ſee why I wiſh to retreat from the world: a gar- 
dener, or the monarch of the whole world, who 
ſhou'd offer marriage to me, wou'd be. equally 
diſpleaſing. 


COUNT, 
| You have determin'd me: and now, Nanine, 
know the man for whom I have deſign'd you: 
you already eſteem him: he is yours; he adores 
you: that huſband —— 1 ſee, you are 
| troubled 
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roubled and ſurpria d: but ſpeak to me; my life 
depends on you: O recollect yourſelf, you are 


t rangely agitated. 

E NANIN E. 

1 What do I hear? can it be? 

4 7/4 | "GOUN T. 

e It is more than you deſerve. 

, NANINE. 3 
is In love with me? O do not think, do not ima- 


vine I will ever dare to claim my conqueſt Nan; 
Wir, never will I ſuffer you to deſcend thus low 
Wor me: ſuch marriages, believe me, fir, are al- 
vays unhappy : taſte goes off, and repentance 


t 

: lone remains, No, I will call your anceſtors to 
* 5 1 

4 itneſs——-alas ! fir, think not on me: you took 


ity on my youth: this heart, which you have 
orm'd, which is your own work, wou'd be un- 
Worthy of your care, if it cou'd accept from you 
is nobleſt preſent. No, fir, I owe you at leaſt 
is refuſal : my heart ſhall ſacrifice itſelf for your 
ke, = | 
| COUNT. 

No more: for I am reſoly'd, and you ſhall be 
y wife. Did you not this moment aſſure me 
ou wou'd refuſe every other man, tho he were 
prince? "oe 


NANINE. 
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NANINE. 

1 did, and repent not of the reſolution. 

COUNT, 

Do you hate me then? 
NANINE. 

Shou'd I have fled from, ſhou'd I have avoid- 

ed, ſhou'd I have fear'd, if I had hated you? 


COUNT. 
It is enough, and I am fix'd. 
| NANINE. | 
What then have you determin'd on? 
Flats COUNT. : 
Our marriage. 
NANINE. . 
Think, tr. EEE! 
. COUNT. 
I have thought of every thing. f 
"op N. AN INE. 
And foreſeen too? 
; | COUN T. 
I have, 
. NANINE. 
If you love me, believe me, 1 
r 


1 Jo believe—that I have reſoly'd. on the only 
means to make myſelf happy. 


NANINE. 
B ut you forget oP 
1 4 4 x : C 0 U N T, 


nly 
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COUNT. So nov 

I have forget nothing : every thing is order'd, 
and every thing ſhall be ready. 


NANIN E. io 
What! in ſpite of all I ſay, will your obſti- 


nate paſſion | 


COUNT. | 

Yes, ſpite of thee, my impatient love muſt 
urge the happy moment. I will quit thee for a 
minute, that henceforth we may never part: 
adieu my dear Nanine. 


SCENE IV. 

NANINE. [Alone. 

Good heaven! do I dream? or am I indeed ar- 
riv'd at the ſummit of earthly happineſs? *tis not 
the honour, great as it is, 'tis not the ſplendor 
that dazzles me: no: I deſpiſe it all: but to wed 
the moſt generous of men, the dear object of all 
my fearful wiſhes, him whom I was ſo much 
afraid of loving, him whom I adore, yet I love 
him too much to wiſh he ſhou'd demean himſelf 
for my ſake: but it is impoſſible to avoid it; I 
cannot now eſcape him: what can I do? heaven, 


1 truſt, will dire& me, and ſupport my weakneſs, 


perhaps even—but I'll write to him and yet how 
to begin, and what to ſay hat a ſurpriſe ! I 
5 | will 


— 
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will write immediately before I enter into this 
ſolemn engagement. | | 


SCENE V. 
NANINE, BLAISE. 
AES. 
O there ſhe is; well, my little maid, my lady 
has ſpoke to you in my favour, has not ſhe? ha! 
ſhe writes on, and takes no notice of me. 


NANINE. [Writing on, 
O Blaiſe, good morrow to you. | 
BLAISE. 
Good morrow is but a cold compliment. 
. NANINE. [ Writing. 


Every word I write doubles my diſtreſs, and my 
| whole letter is full of doubts and uneaſineſs. 
B LAIsS k. | 

How ſhe writes off hand! O ſhe's a great ge- 
nius ; and a monſtrous wit: I wiſh I was a wit 
too, then Td tell her—— 

E NANINX. 
Well, fir. 
1 BL AIS EK. 

- Lack-a-day, ſhe's ſo clever, I'm afraid to f peak : 

I ſhall never be able to break my mind to her— 


yet ] was hot upon't, and came here 0 purpoſe, 
that I did, $ 


| 


,  NANINE, 


NANINE. | 
Dear Blaiſe, you muſt do me a piece of ſervice, 
; BLAISE. 
Marry, two, and you will, 


NANINE. 
I ſhall truſt to your diſcretion, to your good 
heart, Blaiſe ; nay, I do you but juſtice, 


BLAISE. 
O no ceremony; for look you, ma'am, Blaſe is 


ready to ſerve you, and there's an end of it. Come, 
come, make no ſecret, OLA 


NANINE. 
You often go to the neighbouring village, to 
Remival, the right hand of the road. | 
BLAISE. 


Yes, yes. 
| NANINE. 
Cou'd you find one Philip Hombert, for me 
there? | | 
B LAIS E. 


Philip Hombert ! I know nothing of him: what 
ſort of a man is he? 
F NANINE. 

He came there, I believe, but yeſterday evening 3 
do you enquire him out, and give him immediately 
this money, and this letter. 


Vo f. IV. H BL AIS E. 
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BL AIS E. 
O money is it? 
NANINE, 
And at the ſame time deliver him this packet: 
go on horſe-back, that you may return the ſooner: 


away, make haſte, and be aſſur'd I'll remember you 
for it, 


BLAISE 
I wou'd go for you to the world's end—this 
Philip Hombert is a happy rogue: the purſe is full: 
all ready Rhino. What, is it a debt ? 


NANINE. 
| Yes: and well prov'd: nothing can be more ſa- 
. cred, therefore take care of it: hark'ee, Blaiſe, 
Hombert may not be known in the village, perhaps 
he is not yet return'd : if vou can't give the letter 
into his own hands, bring it me back again: 
my dear friend, remember that, | 


BLAISE. 
My dear friend! 
 NANINE. 
I ſhall depend upon you. 
BI. AIs E. 
Her dear friend! O lud! _ 
15 ; NANINE. 


* 


1 
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NANINE. 


I rely entirely upon you, and expect every ching 
from your fidelity. 


SCENE VI. 
The BARONESS, BLAIS E. 


TH BLAISE. 

What a meſſage! and where the deuce cou'd this 
money come from ? it wou'd have been of ſervice 
to me in houſe-keeping : but ſhe has a friendſhip 
for me, and that's better than money, ſo away we 
go. 

[As be is puting the money and letter into his pocket 

he meets the baroneſs, and runs full againſt her. 


BARONESS. 
How now booby ? alittle more and you'd broke 
my head, 


| BLAISE. 
I beg your pardon, madam. 


BARONESS. 


Where are you going? have you heard any thing 
of Nanine? what is ſhe about? is the count in a vi- 


olent paſſion? what have you got there, a letter, 


BLAISE. 
O that's a ſecret : poiſe on her ! 


H 2 BAR O- 
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BARONESS. 
Let me look at it. 
- SS 13K 
Nanine will be angry. 
BARONESS. 
Nanine! cou'd ſhe write, and ſend it by you? 


give it me this minute, or I'll break off your match 
immediately ; give it me, I fay. 


BLAIS E. l Laughing. 
He! he! | D 
- BARONESS. 
What do you laugh at? 114 
BLAIS E. {Still laughing. 
Ah! ah! 


BARONESS. 
I muſt know the contents of this; — [ Breaks open 


the letter] if I am not miſtaken, they concern me 
nearly. 


BLAIS E. [ Laughing. 
Ah! ah! ab! how ſhe is nick'd now ! ſhe has 
got nothing there but a ſcrap of paper : but I ſhall 
keep the money and carry it to Philip Hombert : 
yes, yes, muſt obey my miſtreſs. Servant, ma'am, 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 


The BARONESS alone. 


Now let's ſee what we have got. [ Reads.] © Both 
«© my joy and tenderneſs are unſpeakable, as is my 
« happineſs alſo: what a moment was this for you 
« to come in! when I cannot ſee or hear you, can- 
<« not throw myſelf into your arms: but I conjure 
c you, take theſe packets, and except the contents 
6 of them. Know, I have been offer'd a moſt no- 
te ble and truly enyiable condition in life, ſuch as 
dc ] might well be dazzled with the proſpect of: 
& but there is nothing which I wou'd not ſacrifice 
« tothe only one upon earth whom my heart ought 
&« to love.” Very fine indeed! upon my word, 
Mrs. Nanine, an excellent ſtile: how prettily ſhe 
writes! the innocent orphan : her paſſion ſpeaks 
moſt eloquently: a rare billet this! O, thou fly jade: 
thus you deceiv'd poor Blaiſe, and thus depriv'd me 
of my lover: this going into a convent, I find was 
all a feint, a pretence; and the count's money, it 
ſeems is for Philip Hombert: thou little coquette ! 
but Iam glad ont: the count's perfidiouſneſs to me 
deſery'd this return: I thought indeed Nanine's 
heart was as mean as her birth, and. now I am ſa- 
tisfy'd of it. ER 175 
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SCENE VIII. 
The COUNT, BARONESS. 


BARONESS. 

But here comes the philoſopher, the ſentimental 
count d'Olban, the wiſe lover, the man above pre- 
judice: your ſervant noble count, approach and 
laugh, my dear lover, at the moſt ridiculous circum- 
ſtance: do you know Philip Hombert, of Remival? 
but, to be ſure, you can't be a ſtranger to your— 
rival. 


COUNT. 
What is all this, pray? 


BARONESS. 


This billet perhaps will inform you: this Hom- 
bert muſt be a handſome lad. 


COUNT. 


You are too late, madam, now with your 
ſchemes; my reſolution once made, I am not to be 
ſhaken: be ſatisfy'd, madam, with the ſhameful 
trick you wanted to play me this pin. 


BARONES s. 
' You'll find this new one a worſe, I believe: 
there, read: [Gives him the letter] you'll like it vaſt- 


Iy: 


ans. ty Om Aww 4" was 
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ly : you know the hand, and you know the virtue 

of the dear nymph that has ſubdued you: [ Mhilſt 

he is reading it he ſeems confounded, grows pale and an- 

gry] well, fir, what think you of the ſtile ?---he ſees 

nothing, ſays nothing, hears nothing poor man 

_ he deſerves it. 0 
COUNT. 

Did I read aright? It cannot be. I am aſto- 
niſh'd thunder-ſtruck ; ungrateful ſex! perfidious 
creature ! 
BARONESS. [Aſide. 

I know his temper well; naturally violent, 
quick and reſolute : he'll do ſomething immedi- 
ately, | 8 | 
SCENE IX. 
The COUNT, BARONESS, GERMON. 


GERMON, 

Yonder comes madam Olban: ſhe's in the 
avenue already. Es 
BARONESS. | d 

10 the old woman return'd ? 

GERMON. 
Sir, ſir, my lady, your mother, is coming. 
BARONESS, 

His anger has taken away his hearing : the let- 
ter operates finely, | 
H 4 G E R- 
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G ERM ON. C Bawling out to him. 
Sir. Eau Reith a 
x 64 COUNT. 
Does fhe think k 
TT 0 
My lady, ſir, your mother. 
* CANE Too. bs 
B What is Nanine doing at this inſtant ? 
i | GERMON. 
Wiiting in her own apartment—but, ſir 
COUNT. [With an air of coolneſs. 
=— Go, ſieze her papers; bring me what ſhe writes, 
o and then let her be ſent away. | 
GERMON. 


— 


— 


COUNT. 


— — wwe 


Nanine. bh, 
G ERM ON. | 
I can never have the heart to do it, fir: O, fir, if 


| 

E- Who, fir? 
| — 
| you knew how ſhe charms us all, fo noble, ſo good ! 
| 


Do it, fir, or ſee my face no more. 
G ERM ON. 
I obey, fir. * za Sti 
Se — [He goes out. 
SCENE 


1 
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SCENE X. 
The COUNT, BARONESS. 
| BARONESS 

Now, the day id ours: I give you joy, ſir, of 
your return to reaſon : now, fir, is not it true as I 
told you, the low-bred always retain ſomething of 
their former condition, and perſons of family a- 
lone have hearts truly noble? Blood, fir, let me tell 
you, does every thing, and meanneſs of birth will 
inſpire Nanine with ſentiments you never ſuſpected 
her of. | | 
COUNT. en 

That J don't believe: but come, we'll talk no 
more about it, but endeavour to make amends for 
paſt errors: every man has his follies, at ſome part 
of his life; we all go wrong; and he is leaſt to 
blame who repents the ſooneſt, 

BARONESS. 
'Tis well obſerv'd. 


COUNT. 
Never mention her to me again: be ſilent ow 
that head I entreat you. 


BARONESS, 
Moſt Willingly. 


= H 5 COUNT, 
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- COUNT. 
I beg this ſubject of our diſpute may be entirely 
forgot. 
BARONESS, 
But will you remember then your former vows ? 


COUNT. 
Well, well, I underſtand you, I will. 


BARONESS. 
And quickly too, or you will not repair the in- 
jury: our marriage ſo ſhamefully deferr'd is an af- 


front--- 


COUNT. | 
That ſhall be made amends for; but, madam, we 
muſt have 


BARONESS. 


Have what? we muſt have a lawyer. 


COUN'F. 
- You know, madam, that=—I waited for my 
mother, 


BARONESS. 
And here ſhe comes. | , 


ENI 


5 
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S CEN E XI. 0 

The MARCHIONESS D'OLBAN, the COUNT, 

BARONESS. 


COUNT. [To his mother, 
Madam, I ſhou'd have 4/ide] O, Philip 
Hombert ! [To his mother] but you have prevented 
me: my reſpe&, and tenderneſs I Aide] with 
that air of innocence too! prefidious wretch ! 


MARCHIONESS. 

Why, you rave child; I heard indeed, as I | 
paſs'd thro* Paris, that your head was a little ; 
touch'd, and I find there was ſome truth in it; 
how long has this misfortune—— 


. COUNT. 
Good heaven! how confuſed I am! 


MARCHIONESS. 
Does it ſeize you often ? 


COUNT, 
It never will again, madam. 


MARCHIONESS. 3 
I ſhould be glad to ſpeak with you alone. [Turns 
to the Baroneſs and makes her a formal courteſy] 


Good morrow, madam, By Es 
H 6 BARO- 


- - — — —— — 
— . ——————— * - — 
. 


* 0 
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BARONESS. [Aſide, 
The old fool? ¶ Turning to the Marchioneſs] Ma- 
dam, I leave you the pleafure of entertaining the 
count at your leifure, and retire. | 
. [She goes out, 
SCENE XII. | 


The MARCHIONESS, the COUNT, 


MARCHIONESS. 


[Talking very faſt, and in the manner of a little 
prattling old woman.] | 


Well, fir, and ſo you intend to make the ba- 
roneſs my daughter-in-law: twas this, to tell 
you the truth, that brought me here ſo ſoon: 
ſhe's a peeviſh, impettinent, proud, opinionated 
creature, and one who never had the leaſt re- 
gard ſor me: Jaſt year, when I ſupp'd with the 


marchioneſs Agard, ſhe ſaid before all the com- 


pany, I was a babbler. Lord forbid: I ſhou'd ever 
ſup there again: a babbler ! beſides I know, be- 
tween you and me, ſhe is not ſo rich; and that, 
let me tell you, ſon, is a great point, and we 
ought to be well inſorm'd about it: they tell me 
that the chateau d'orme did but half of it belong 
to her huſband, and that the other half was diſ- 
puted by a long law- ſuit, that is not finiſhed to 
this day: that I had from your grand- papa, and 

| he 
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he always. told truth: ay, he was a man; there 
are few ſuch now a'days: there is nothing now 
at Paris but a ſet of half-men, vain, fooliſh, im- 
pertinent coxcombs, talking upon ev'ry ſubject, 
and laughing at times paſt. O, their eternal clack, 
diſtracts me, prating about new kitchens, and 
new faſhions: we hear of nothing now but bank- ' 
rupts, and diſtreſs, and ruin: the wives, in ſhort, 
are licentious, and the huſbands fimpletons : every 
thing grows worſe and worſe, | 
COUNT. [Reading the letter over again. 
Who cou'd have thought it? this is a deſperate | 
ſtroke indeed, Well, Germon ? 


SCENE XIII. | 
The MARCHIONESS, the COUNT, GERMON. 


GERMON, 
Here's your lawyer, fir. 


COUNT. 
O! let him wait. 
GERMON. 
And here's the paper, fir, ſhe ſent you. 


COUNT. | [Reading. 
Give it me—well, let me ſee: ſhe loves me, 
ſhe ſays here, and refuſes me out of——reſpeR. . 
| | Faithleſs | 
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Faithleſs woman! thou haſt not told me' the true 
reaſon of that refuſal. 
M AK GHIDN ss 
My ſon's head is certainly turn'd : *tis the ba- 
roneſs's doing: love has taken away his ſenſes, 


; COUNT. | [To Germon. 
1s Nanine gone ! ſhall I be rid of her? SEND 
GERM ON. 


Alas ! fir, ſhe has already put on her old ruſtic 
garb with the greateſt modeſty, and never mur- 
mur'd or complain'd. | 

| COUNT. 

Very likely ſo, 
| GERMON. 

She bore her misfortune with the utmoſt tran- 
quility, whilſt every body about her were in tears. 


"COUNT. | 
With tranquility, ſay'ſt thou? . 
MARCHIONESS. 
Who are you talking about ? 
GERMON. 
O madam, poor Nanine, ſhe is going to be 
ditven away, and every body laments the loſs of 
her, 


M A R- 
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MARCHIONE SS. 

To be driven away? how is this? I don't un- 
derſtand it? what! my little Nanine go! call her 
back again: my charming orphan ! what has ſhe 
done, pray? why, Nanine was my preſent to 
you. OI remember, at ten years of age ſhe de- 
lighted every body that ſaw her: our baroneſs 
took her, and I ſaid then ſhe wou'd be ill-uſed; 
I knew it would be ſo: but you never mind what 
] fay, you will do every thing of your own head: 
but let me tell you, turning Nanine out of doors 
thus is a very bad action. 

i | COUNT. 13 

Alone, on foot, without money, without aſſiſt- 
ance! 

GERMON.. 

O, fir, I forgot to tell you: an old man aſk'd 
after you below, and ſays he wants to ſpeak to 
you on an affair of importance, which he can 
communicate to rfone but yourſelf: he wants to 


throw himſelf at your feet, 
COUNT. 


In my preſent unhappy ſituation of mind, am I 
lit to converſe with any body? 


M A R- 


| MARC HIONE SS. 

Thou art uneaſy enough, I believe, child, and 
fo am I too, to drive away poor Nanine, and 
make up a marriage which you knew wou' d be 
diſagreeable to me: come, it was not a wiſe thing; 
in three months time you will be weary of one 
another: I'll tell you what happen'd exactly like 
this to my couſin the marquis of Marmure: his 
wife was as ſour as verjuice, tho', by the by, 
yours is worſe ; when they marry'd, they thought 
they lov'd one another, and in two months after 
they were parted. My lady went to live with her 
gallant, a fooliſh, ſharking, extravagant fop; ang 
my lord took a vile, tricking, ridiculous coquette ! 
fine ſuppers, country houſes, horſes, cloaths, a 
raſcally ſteward, new trinkets, bought upon truſt, 
lawyers, contracts, intereſt-money, all together 
ſoon ruin'd them, and in two years both went 
together to the hoſpital, O, and now I think of 
it, I remember another ſtory, more tragical, and 
more extraordinary than the other, it was of a— 


| COUNT. 
My dear mother, we muſt go in to dinner: 
come—cou'd I ever have ſuſpected ſuch infidelity ! 


MA R- 
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MARCHIONESS. .. 

'Tis really dreadful; but I'll tell it you all at ta- 

ble: in proper time and place, fon, it may be of 
great uſe to you. Away. 


ENp of the SECOND Act. 


ACT Il. SCENE I. 


N A NINE, eloath'd as a country girl, GERMON. 


| GERMON. 
FE are all in tears at the thoughts of lofng 
you. 


NA N INE. 
It is time to go: I've ſtaid too long already. : 


GERMON. 
But you wont leave us for ever, I hope, and in 
this dreſs too? |; 
NANINE 
Obſcurity was my firſt condition, 
| _ GER MON. 
What a change! and only from this morning: 5 
to ſuffer is nothing, but to be, degraded is ter- 


rible. * 1 
047M 12 Th: NANINE. 
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— NANINE. 
No, no, there are a thouſand | times worſe mis- 
fortunes. 1 
GE RM ON. | 5 

I admire your patience, and humility : ſurely 
my maſter muſt have been ill advis'd : our baro- 
neſs has certainly abus'd her power: ſhe muſt 
have done you this injury, the count cou'd never 
have the heart, 

NANI N E. 

I am indebted to him for every thing; and, if 
he thinks fit to baniſh me, I muſt ſubmit; his 
fayours are his own, and be has a Tight to recall 
them. 

GE R MON. 4316 

Who wou'd ever have expected ſuch a change? 

what do you intend to do with yourſelf ? 


NANIN g. 
To retire, and repent, '_ 


| GERM ON. 
How we ſhall all deteſt the baroneſs [ 


NANINE. 
They have made me miſerable, bot I forgive 
them. . 


GERMON. | 
But what ſhall I tell my maſter from you when 
you are gone ? 


NANINE. 
9 
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NANINE. 

Tell him, I thank him for reſtoring me to my 

former condition: tell him that, for ever ſenſible 


of his goodneſs, I ſhall forget nothing but. his 


* G ER MON 


You melt my very ſoul; I cou'd leave this houſe 
immediately to go along with you wherever you 
went : but Blaiſe is before hand with us all: he 
will go and live with you, and we are all ready 
to follow him. 

NANINE. 

No, Germon, that I'm ſure you are not, O 
Germon, to be driven out in this manner, w— 
and by whom? 

GERMON, 
The devil is certainly at the bottom of this bu- 
ſineſs: you are 2 us, and wy maſter is go- 
ing to be marry'd. 
NANINE. . 
Marry'd, ſayſt thou? indeed? nay, then let us 


be gone: O he was too dangerous for mf 
farewell, 


GERMON, 

Well! after all, my maſter muſt have a eruel 

heart, to baniſh ſo ſweet a creature: ſhe ſeems a 

moſt amiable girl, but in this world one ſhou'd 
ſwear to nothing, 


SCENE 
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SCENE U. 
The COUNT, GERMON. 


COUNT. 
Well, is ſhe gone at laſt ? 
GERMON. 
Yes, fir, *tis done, | 
Em glad on rt. 
G ERM ON. 
Then, ſir, you have a heart of iron. 


COUNT. 
Did 34 Philip Hombert meet and give her his hand? 


GERMON. 
What Philip Hombert, fir ? alas! fir, poor Na- 
nine went off without a creature to give her his 
hand; ſhe wou'd not even accept of mine. 


COUNT, 
And where i is ſhe gone? 


GERMON. 
That I know not : moſt probably to her friends. 


cor. 
Ay, at Remival, I ſuppoſe. 


re 
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G ERM O N. 
Ves, I believe ſhe went that road. 


COUNT. 

Go, Germon, immediately, and conduct her 
to that convent where the baroneſs was going 
this morning, I'll lodge her in that ſafe retreat: 
theſe hundred louis d'or's will ſecure her recepti- 
on; carry them to her, but take care ſhe does 
not know they come from me: tell her tis a pre- 
ſent ſent from my mother: upon no account men- 


tion my name to her. 
G ERM ON. 
Very well, fir, I ſhall obey your orders. 
[He goes towards the door, 


Germon, you ſaw her as ſhe went off? 


? 


GERMON. 
I did, fir. 


COUNT. WT 
ads. Did ſhe ſeem dejected? did ſhe weep? 


GERMON, ; 
She behav'd ſtill better, ſir; a few tears dropp'd 


from her, but the oe as much as ſhe cou'd to 
repreſs them. 


N. 


COUNT. 


— — . — nn —ͤ— — — — — — =_ 
: 
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N 
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COUNT... 
Did ſhe let fall any thing that betray'd her ſen- 
timents? did you remarx 


GERMON. 
| What, fir? | 
COUNT. 
Dia ſhe ſay any thing of me ? 
GERM © N, 
Yes fir, a great deal. 
| COUNT, 
Tell me, then, raſcal, what did ſhe ſay? 
GERMON. 


T hat yoa were her maſter, her beſt and kindeſt 
benefactor; that ſhe ſhall forget every thing—but 


your cruelty, 


COUNT. 
Away be ſure you take care ſhe never returns; 
Gerrmon going out] and hark'ee, Germon. 
GERMON. 
Sir. | 35 | 


COUNT. 

One word more: remember, if, by chance, as 
you are conducting her, one Philip Hombert ſhou'd 
follow 228 that you treat him i in a proper manner. 

8 E R- 
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GERMON. 

O, fir, I'll uſe him moſt politely, and treat 
with a good drubbing, that you may depend vn: 
I'll do the buſineſs honeſty, I warrant you: are | 
here lee you ſay? 

© e i 
The ſame, 
GERMON, | 

Very well: Ihave not the honour to know him, 
but the firſt man 1- ſee will I trim moſt heartily, 
and afterwards make him tell me his name. [Ze 
goes towards the door and comes back, ] This young 
Hombert, I'll. lay my life, is ſome lover of her's, 
a beau, a prig, I ſuppoſe, the cock of the village. 
Let me alone to deal with him. 


COUNT. 
Do as I bid you, and immediately. 


GERMON. ? 

1 thought there was ſome lover in the caſe— 
and Blaiſe too puts in his claim, I ſuppoſe. Ay: 
they always love their equals better than- their 
maſters. '* 


* 


COUNT. 
Be gone, I tell you, 8 
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SCENE III. 

| . The COUNT.  [Alone, 
He's in the right, and has hit on the true cauſe 
of my unhappineſs, but I ſhall myſelf be the pu- 
niſher of my own folly. I muſt now marry the 
baroneſs; it is determin'd, and I can't avoid it: 
tis dreadful ; but I have deſerv'd it: *twill at leaſt 
be a convenient match: ſhe's not very tractable 
indeed, but every man may rule H he has a mind 
to it; and he who has reſolution may, at any 
time, be maſter in his own houſe. '** 


S C E NE IV. 
The COUNT, BARONESS, MARCHIONESS. 
 _MARCHIONESS. 
Well, ſon, you are going to marry this lady 


here ? 
c O U N T. 
Ves, madam. 
MARCHION ESS. 
This night ſhe is to be Jane wife and my wy 


em er A 
BA R O N ES 8. 


If you approve of it, madam; 3 ſuppoſe I mall 
have your conſent. 
MARC H I 0 NES 8. 


Why, I muſt give it, I think: but to-morrow | 


I ſhall take wy leave of you, 


1 
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"COUNT. 
Your leave, madam, why ſo? 
MARCHIONESS. 
I ſhall take my Nanine with me: ſince you have 
thought fit to turn her out of doors, I ſhall take her 
under my protection: Ihave a match in my eye for 
her: I propoſe marrying her to the young chief juſ- 
tice, nephew to the attorney general, Jean Roc 
Souci; he whoſe father met with that comical ad- 
venture at Corbeilz you mult have heard of him: 
Pes, Iwill take care of this poor child, I'm deter- 
in'd: ſhe is a jewel, and deſerves to be well ſet. 
I'll marry her off immediately, Your ſervant. : 
COUNT. | 
My dear mother, don't be in a paſſion : leave me 


o manage my own affairs, and let Nanine go into 
a Convent, | 


171 


— 


BARONESS. 
Indeed, madam, you may believe us, ſuch a girl | 
Ws Nanine is not fit to go into a family. 
MARCHIONESS. 
Ha ! why, what's the matter. ? 
. BARONESS. 
O a little affair only. 


MARCHIONESS. 
ut pray V 
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BARONESS. 
O nothing at all. 
| MARCHIONESS. 
Nothing! a great deal, I'm afraid; I underſtand 
you mighty well: ſome little indiſcretion I ſup- 
poſe: nothing more likely, for to be ſure ſhe's very | 
| handſome: Ay, ay, we are all frail; we tempt, 
and are tempted; the heart has its weakneſs: young 
girls are always a little coquettiſh: but come, it is 
not ſo bad as you make it; tell me fairly, what my 


poor child has done ? 
| COUNT. 


I tell you, madam ? 
| MARCHIONESS. 
You ſeem, after all, at the bottom to bave ſome 


regard for the girl, and perhaps you may 
SCENE v.. 


The COUNT, MARCHIONESS, BARONESS. 8 
MARIN. [Booted. 
| MARIN. 
I've done it, fir; it's all agreed for. 
MARCHIONESS, - 
What's agreed. for ? 
BARONESS, 


Ay, what, fir, what ? 75 
4 MARIN 
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MARIN. 

"Why, fir, P've done as you ordered me, ſpoke 

to the tradeſmen, and you'll have your equipage 

to- morrow. | 


BARONESS. : 
| What equipage ? 


MARIN. 

Every thing, madam, that your future fpouſe had 
order'd; fix fine horſes, and a charming berlin; 
I'm fure your ladyſhip will like it; it's very fine ; 
the pannels all varniſh'd by Martin: the diamonds 
too are brilliant, and well-choſen; and the new 
ſtuffs quite in taſte. O nothing comes up to em. 


" BARONESS. {Tothe count. 
And had you order'd all this? 


COUNT. 
[ had [ A/de] but for whom 


MARIN. 


Every thing will come to-morrow morning in | 


the coach, and will be ready for your wedding in 
the evening: O there's nothing like Paris for get- 


ting every thing at a minute's warning, if you have 


but money. As I came back, I call'd on the law - 
pers he's juſt by, finiſhing your affair, 


12 BAR O- 
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BARONESS. 
It has hung a long ae ag pt 


MAR CHIONE SS. Ade. 
I wiſh it wou'd hang theſe mw yearn.” 2 
MARIN. : 


In the hall I met a poor old man, fighing and in 
tears; he has waited a long time, he ſays, and begs 
to ſpeak to you. 


BARONESS. 
An impertinent fellow! let him go about his bu- 
ſineſs: he has choſe a wrong time to trouble us 
now. | 3 | 
MARCHIONESS. 

Why, ſo, madam? have a little conſideration: 
ſon, let me tell you, it's very wrong to repulſe poor 
people in this manner; I have told you over and 
over, when you was a child, you ought to treat 
them with indulgence; hear what they have to ſay; 
be courteous, and affable to em; are not they men 
as well as yourſelf: we don't know perhaps who 
wie aff ont, and may repent our hardneſs of heart: 
the proud never proſper. [To Marin] Go ſee for 
that old n man. 1 | 

MARIN. 
I will ma'am, [ He goes out. 
N COUNT. 
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COUNT. 

F orgive me, madam, my reſpects are always due 
to you, and am ready to ſee this man, in fer of. 
my preſept embaraſſment. way 

us GRIN E VI. 


The COUNT, MARCHIONESS,” BARONESS, a PEASANT, 
MARC H IONESS. [To the Peaſant. 
Come, come, ſpeak, don” t be afraid. "mY 


"PEASANT. ; 

O, my lord, for heaven's ſake hear me; permit 
me to fall at your feet, and give you bac 
n 
Riſe, friend; I'll not be knelt to; do not imagine 
me capable of ſuch pride: you ſeem to be an honeſt 
man, do you want employment in wy june r whe 
are you ? TR s & r 

MARCHIONESS. 

Chear up, man. 


PEASANT. 


2 5 


Alas! fir, I am the father of—Nanine. © 
ot ee 

You? 5 
? B A K. 0 N E 8 8. 


Your daughter ga {lut, - 
12 | P E A- 


PEASANT, ä 
This, fir, is what I fear'd : this is the cruel kroke 
that has wounded my poor heart: I thought indeed 
ſo much money cou'd not fairly belong to one in 
her condition : we little folks ſoon loſe our integri- 
ty when we come among the great 
BARONESS. 
There he's right enough: but till he is a deeei- 
ver, for Nanine is not his daughter, ſhe was an or- 
phan. 


PE ASAN T. 
M is too true, he was ſo: L left her wth her poor 
relations in her infant years, having loſt her mo- 
ther, with all my fortune; oblig'd by neceſſity, I 
went to ſerve abroad; and as 1 wou'd not have her 
pals for the daughter of a ſoldier, forbid her ever to 
mention my name. 
MARCHIONESS, 
Why ſo? for my part, I reſpe& a ſoldier: we 
ſtand in need of them ſometimes. | 
COUNT. * 
What is there ſhameful in the proſeſion?_ 
PEASANT. s 
11 meets indeed with leſs honour than it deſerves. 


r. 
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COUNT. 
The prejudice againſt them is idle; 1 
own, I eſteem an honeſt ſoldier, who hazards his 


life in the defence of his king and country, much 
more than an important ſelf-ſufficient ſcoundrel, 


whoſe knaviſh induſtry ſucks up the blood "8 his 
fellow ſubjects. | 
MARCHIONESS. 

You muſt have been in a great many battles : let 
me have an account of them all; I long to hear it. 
PEASAN T. 

In my preſent unhappy condition you muſt ex- 
cuſe me: let it ſuffice to inform you, that I receiv'd 
a thouſand promiſes of advancement: but without 


mongſt the common eroud, all I cou'd do was to 
diſtinguiſh myſelf, and honour my only reward. 


p MARCHIONESS, 
You were then well born? 


BARONESS. 


r 
I 
T 
0 


PEASANT. 
No, madam: but I was born of honeft parents, 
and merited—a better daughter, 


friends, how was it poſſible to riſe ? thrown 2 


Fye: how can you think ſo # well born indeed? 


14 ; M A R 
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MARCHION ESS. 
Cou'd you have had a better ? 
| | COUNT. 
Well! go on, 
MARCHIONESS. 
A better than Nanine ? 


COUNT. 
Prithee, go on, 


PEASANT, 1 3 

My daughter, I underſtood, was brought wil 
here, and treated in the kindeſt manner; I though 
myſelf happy, and bleſs'd heayen for your good 
neſs, and paternal care of her; I came to thi 
neighbouring village, full, of hopes and fears; 
own I trembled for her dangerous youth; and, b 
this lady's intimation, find J had but too much re: 
ſon; it has ſhock'd me to the ſou]; but I thoug 
a hundred louis d'ors, beſides diamonds, was 
treaſure too great to be fairly come by: ſhe cou 
never be miſtreſs of them, but at the expence o 
her innocence: the bare ſuſpicion makes me ſhud 
der; if it be ſo, I ſhall die with grief and ſhame 
but I came as ſoon as poſſible, to give em you bac 
again: they are your's, therefore, I beſeech-yo 
take em: if my daughter i is to blame, puniſh me 


but don't ruin her. 
M AR 


* 


MARCHIONESS. 


O my Jap ſon, I cannot bear this; it overpow- 
ers me, 


* 


BARONESS. 
What is all this? a dream? a trek; 


COUN T. 
O! what have 1 done? 7 


PEA s '2 N T. [Taking out the purſe 


and the letter, 
Here, fir, take em. ; 


Cc 0 N . ; 
I take dem! no they were given to her, and ſhe 


o thi 

rs; las made a noble uſe of them: was it to you then 
id, b the meſſage was deliver'd ? who brought it? 

h rey” PEASANT. 

oug Your gardener, fir, in whom Nanine ventur'd 
was to confide, + . a 

cou COU NT. wy 1 
nce Was it directed to you? 

ſhud ++ ore dee pe we 1 et 
hame It at "oO it, ſir tt. 5 

u ba ĩ· © "COUNT. 


O grief O tenderhnet! what exceſs of virtue in 


ſh mem both! ac: now your name? Olam loſt, 
rilracted,\ | 


A R OP. 7 u A R. 
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MARC HIONESS. a 
Ay, your name. What myſtery is this ? 


PEASANT. 
Philip Hombert de Gatine. 


COUNT. 
O my father ! 


BAR ONE S 8. 

What does he ſay ? 

COUNT. 

How day breaks in upon me, I have done 
wrong, and I muſt make amends for it: O if you 
knew how culpable I have been ! I have injur'd the 
ſublimeſt virtue, [ He ſteps aſide, and ſpeaks to cne 
FL his ſervants.] Away: fly. 
ke BARONESS, 


z 


SY What i is all this emotion for? _, 


COUNT. 
My coach immediately. 


MARCHIONESS. L 
Now, madam, you muſt be her proteQreſs: 
when we have done ſuch an injury, we ſhou'd bluſh 
at nothing ſo much as an imperfect repentance; my 
ſon often has his whims, which people are too apt 


7 


to miſtake for unpardonable follies; but at bottom 
he has a generous ſoul, and is naturally good; I 
| el. 


ccc 
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can do what I pleaſe with him: you, my daugh- 


ter-in-law, are not ſo well diſpoſed. 


BARONESS. 

I ſhall grow out of all patience : how confus'd' 
and thoughtful he looks ! what ſtrange ſcheme» 
now is he meditating upon? well, ſir, what do» 
you intend to do ? 

MARCHIONESS. 
Ay, for Nanine ? 
BARONESS, 
Make her a handſome preſent, and ſatisfy hers. 
MARCHIONESS.. 
That will be the leaſt. we can do. g 
BARON ES S. 

But as to ſeeing her that I never will: ſhe ſhall 

not come nigh the caſtle: do you hear me f. 


COUN T. 
Ves, I hear you. N 


MARCHIONESS. [Afde. 

What a heart of ſtone! , 
BARONESS. 

Don't give my ſuſpicions. cauſe: to break out 

fo. Ha! you heſitate. 


CO UNT. [After a Pauſo of ſome time. 
No, madam, 1 am reſoly'd. 


BAR O-- 


* 
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BARONESS. «tb; 


That reſpect at leaſt is owing to me; z, nay, to 
both us. | : 
MARCHIONESS. 
And can you be ſo cruel, ſon? 


5 
BARONESS. _ . 
What ſtep do you propoſe t to take ? 4 
| + GCOQUNT: 
35 *Tis taken already: you know my heart, ma- 


dam, and the frankneſs of it: I muſt be plain with 
you.: T had promiſed you my hand; but thedefign 
of our marriage was only to put an end to a tedi- 
ous law-ſuit between us, which I will now.do im- 
mediately, by willingly reſigning to you all thoſe 
rights and pretenſions which were the foundation 
_ of it: even the intereſt ſhall be yours; I give you 
| every thing, take, and enjoy it: if ſince we cannot 
be man and wife, let us at leaſt live as friends and 
relations: let every thing that gave mutual unea- 
| ſmeſs be forgot : there is no reaſon why, becauſe 
| we can't love, we ſhould hate each other. 


iy; +<BARONESS. 

Your falſehood i is what I expected; but I re- 
nounce your preſents, and yourſelf: yes, traitor, [ 
ſee now who you mean to live with, and how low 


your 
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| your 'paſſion ſinks you: go, and be a ſlave to her, 


Tleave you to your nene choice. 
N | [She goes out, 


SCENE VII. 
= The COUNT, MARCHIONESS, PHILIP 
5 HOMBERT. 
$ e 4 


No, madam, tis not unworthy, my ſoul is not 
blinded by an idle paſſion :. that virtue which it is 
my duty to reward ought to melt, but cannot de- 
baſe me: what they call meanneſs in this old man 


3 * dos 
n 


conſtitutęs his merit, and makes him truly noble: 
if I wou'd be ſo, 1 muſt pay the price of it: 
where ſouls are thus enobled by themſelves, and 
diſtinguiſh'd by ſuperior characters, we ſhou'd 
paſs over common rules : their birth, low as'it is, 
when attended with ſucty virtues, will make my 
family but more illuſtrious, 


MARCHIONESS. 
- What are you talking about? 


SCENE VIII. 
The COUNT, MARCHIONESS, NANINE, 


en e ng abs AR: 


' 


PHILIP HOMBERT. 1 
| COUNT.. - {To his mother, 
Look at her, and guefs. - 


2 MAR «7 
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. MARCHIONESS. (ro Nanine. 
My deareſt child, come to my arms: but ſhe 
is ſtrangely cloathed, and yet how handſome ſhe 
looks, and modeſt tool 


| NANINE. 
[Page her reſpefts to the Marchioneſs, and then runs to her father, 
O Nature demands my firſt * 
my dear father! 


PHILIP HOMBERT:. 
O heaven] my daughter! O fir, you have made 
me amends for forty years afflictions. 


3 | COUNT. 

Ay, but how muſt I repair the injury I have 
done to ſuch exalted virtue! to come back in this 
dreſs, how mean it is, but ſhe adorns it; Nanine 
does honour to every thing : ſpeak, my Nanine,. 
_ can ' qr goodneſs-pardon the affront ?- 


NANINE. 
Can you, fir, doubt my forgiveneſs of it? I 
never thought, after all your. bounty to me, you 
cou'd injure me. 


COUNT. ; 
If you have indeed forgot the wrong I did you, 
give me a proof of it : once more, and only once, 
I take upon me to command you; but this once. 


you muſt ſwear - to abey. me. 


PHILIP: 


NM AN IN DB 1. 


PHILIP HOM BERT. 

I am ſure ſhe owes it to you, and her grati- 
tude | | 0 
| NANINE. [To her father. 
He need not doubt, ſir, of my obedience. 


\ COUNT, 


I ſhall depend upon it: let me tell you then, 


that all your duty is not yet paid: I have feen 
you on your knees to my mother, and to your 
own father; one thing ſtill remains for you, and 


that is, now, before them, to embrace——your 
huſband, 
NANINE. 
Who? I? 
| MARCHIONESS. 
Are you in earneſt ? can it be? 


"PHILIP HOMBERT. 
O my child! 


COUN T. [To his mother. 
By your permiſſion, madam. | 


MARCHIONESS. 
My dear child, the family will be in a ſtrange: 
uproar about it. 
| COUNT... 
28 — they ſee Nanine, they muſt approve. 


PHILIP? 


Nr E 
PHILIP'HOMBERT. 
What a ſtroke of * fortune! O, ſir, 1. never 
thought you cou'd deſcend thus low. - $44 


1 


-- 


. COUNT. 
You promis'd to obey, and I muſt have it ſo, 
n rot MAH 
My ſon. . 3 
COUN T. 


My bappineſs, madam, PERS on this impor- 
tant moment: intereſt alone, we know, has made 
a thouſand marriages ; we have ſeen the iſeſt 
men conſult fortune and. characters andy: her 


character is irreproachable; and as to fortune, ſhe 


wants it not: juſtice and inclination ſhall do what 
avarice has ſo often done before: let me, then, 


Rogen, have your conſent, and finiſh all, 


N A N N E. | 5 
No, madam, you muſt not conſent; indeed 
you muſt not; oppoſe his paſſion, oppoſe mine: 
let me intreat you, do: love has blinded him, do 


you, madam, remove the veil: let me live far 


from him; and at a diſtance only adore his virtues: 
you know my condition; you {ce my father: can 
I, ought I, ever to wiſh to call you mother? 


© 7. 43S 
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MARCHIONESS. | 
Yes; you Can, you ought: it is enough: I 


entirely ſubdued me: it tells me how much I ought 
to love: it is as ſingular, as extraordinary, as 
Nanine herſelf. 
NANINE. 
Then, madam, I obeyz my heatt can no longer 
reſiſt the power of love, | | 


MARCHIONESS, 
Let this happy day be the worthy recompenſe 
of virtue, * but let it not be made a precedent, 


END of the THIRPD and laſt Acr, 


| ————-que ce jour 
Soit.. des vertus la digne recompenſe, 
Mais ſans tirer jamais à conſequence, 

The laſt line is intirely ſoperfſuous, and ſeems indeed to over- 

throw the tendency of the whole piece, which wou'd certainly 

have ended better with the firſt; but the author wanted a verſe 


bn * the other, and was reſolv'd to throw it in, however ab- 
urdiy. a | 


can hold out no longer: this laſt generoſity has 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
EUPHEMIA, DAMIS. 


: - "EUPHEMIA. 

5 ON' T imagine, my dear, that, by what 

; 'm going to ſay, I mean to exereiſe the 

authority of a mother, always ready as you know 

I am, to liſten in my turn to your reaſons when 
Kew) eee e I think 


a 


1 


7 * — 
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* This comedy is called in the briginal L'Inprecaner, lite- 
rally tranſlated, Tux InDiscaxET, but our language dues not 
admit of the adjeQtive- without the ſubſtantive; and the Indiſcrert 

an wou'd ſound almoſt as bad: I have therefore taken the liberty 
o ſubſtitute another title, which perhaps may convey a more com- 
plete idea of the principal character, than the vague term of an in- 
diſcreet man, which may be 2pplied to tollies of a different kind 
rom that which the author meant to ridiculc in the following piece, 


- 
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J think them good; my intention is not to lay my 
-commands on you, but to give you my advice; it 
is my heart which ſpeaks to you, and that experi- 
ence I have had in the world makes me foreſee evils 
which I wou'd endeavour to prevent: you have been 
at court, I think, not above two months; believe 
me, tis a dangerous ſituation: the perfidious group 
of courtiers always look upon a new comer with 
an eye of maleyolence, and ſoon find out all his 
imperfections: from the firſt moment, they con- 
demn him, without pity or remorſe; and, which 
is ſtill worſe, their judgment is irrevocable : be 
guarded againſt theit malice: on the firſt ſep we 
take in life, the reſt of it muſt in a great mea- 
ſure depend: if you once make yourſelf ridicu- 
lous, the world will think you always ſo: the 
impreſſion will remain: it is in vain, as you ad- 
vance in years, to change your conduct, and aſ- 
ſume a more ſerious behaviour: you will ſuffer a 
long time from old prejudices : even if we do grow 
better, we are ſtill ſuſpected; and I have often 
known men pay dearly in their old age for the 
errors of their youth: have a little regard there- 
fore to the world, and remember you ought to 
live now more for that than for yourſelf. 

| | DA MIS. 


1 * _ — * 
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'DAMIS. 


Now cannot I poſfibly conceive what all this 


long preamble tends to, 
. EUPHEMIA. 

J fee it appears to you both abſurd and unne- 
ceſſary : you deſpiſe thoſe things which may be of 
the greateſt conſequence to you; one day or other 
perhaps you may believe me, when it will be too 


late: to be plain with you, you are indiſcreet ; 


my too long indulgence paſs'd over this fault in 
your infancy, in your riper years I dread the ef- 
fects of it: you are not without abilities, a good 
underſtanding, and a good heart; but, believe 
me, in a world ſo full of injuſtice, virtue will not 
make amends for vice; our faults are cenſur'd on 
every occaſion, and perhaps the worſt we can be 
guilty of is indiſcretion: at court, my dear, the 
moſt neceſſary art is not to talk well, but to know 


how to hold one's tongue: this is not the place 


where ſociety enjoys itſelf in the freedom of eaſy 
converſation; here they generally talk without 


ſaying any thing, and the moſt tireſome babblers | 


have the beſt ſucceſs : I have been long acquaint- 
ed with the court, and bad enough it is: but 
whilſt we live there, we ought to conform to it, 
With regard to the women, you ſhou'd be re- 

markably 


. 
- — ee On mee —˙ —- 
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| and n knew nothing of it. 


markably cautious ; talk but ſeldom of them, and 


ſtill leſs of yourſelf ; pretend to be ignorant of all 


they do and all they ſay z conceal your opinion, 
and diſguiſe your ſentiments; but, above all, be 


* maſter of your ſecrets: he who tells thoſe of ano- 


ther will always be eſteem'd a villain; and he 
who tells his own, be. aſſur'd, will, here at leaſt, 
be look'd on as a fool, What have you to ob- 
ject to this? 

| | DAMIS. 

Nothing: I am entirely of your opinion: I 
abominate the character of a tattler: that is not 
my foible, I aſſure you: ſo far from being guilty 


of the vice you ſeem to reproach me with, I now 


fairly confeſs to you, madam, that I have a long 
time conceal'd a thing Fom you which I ought 
to have told you of; but in life, you know, one 
muſt ſometimes diſſemble. I love, and am be- 
loy'd, by a moſt charming widow, young, rich, 


and handſome, as prudent as ſhe is amiable; in 
- a word, it is Hortenſia: judge, madam, yourſelf 


of my happineſs; judge, if it were known, how 
miſerable it wou'd make all our courtiers, who 
are ſigbing for her: we have conceal'd our mutual 
paſſion from every one of them; this engagement 
has been made now for theſe two whole days paſt, 


kur kk. 


ti. 
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nm EUPHEMIA. 
But I have been at Paris all that time. 


DAMISs 
O, madam, never was man ſo happy in his 
choice : the more you approve of it, the more ſa- 
usfaction ſhall I feel, and the more pleaſure in my 
W purſuit of her. 


EUPHEMIA. 

I am ſure, Damis, the confidence you repoſe 
in me, is a mark of your friendſhip, and not of 
pour imprudence. 
- DAMIS. 

I hope you never doubted that, 


EUPHEMIA. | 
But ſeriouſly, Damis, youlſhou'd reflect on the 
proſpe&t of happineſs before you: Hortenſia, I 
know, has charms, but, beſides that, ſhe is the 
Weſt mateh that cou'd have offer'd itſelf in all 
France. 
. DA M IS. 
I know ſhe is. | 


EUPHEMIA. 
She is entirely her own miſtreſs, and can bee 
or herſelf. 
D AMIS. 
So much the better. 
Vor. IV. 1 EUPHR- 


9 
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| | You muſt take care how you manage her, mark 


_ airs will be agreeable to her: ſhe may, like other 
women, have her foibles, but even in love- matten 


EUPHE MIA. 


her inclinations, and flatter . : 


DAMIS.. 
O, 1 can do better: I know how to TY her, 


EU p HE MIA. 
Well ſaid, Damis: but remember, ſhe's not 
fond of noiſe and buſtle ; no bluſtering or flaſhy 


ſhe'll always act with diſcretion: above all, |: 
me adviſe you, not to ſhew off in public with 
her, nor appear at court together, as if on pu- 
poſe to be ſtared at, and become the topic of tie 
day : ſecret and r is all her taſte. 


DAMIS. 
And yet the affair muſt be known at laſt. 


EUPHEM I A. 5 
But, pray, what lucky accident introduc'd yo 
to her? ſhe never admits young men to her to. | 
lette; but, like a prudent woman, carefully avoic ; 
the croud of wild ſparks that are perpetually aft 
her. F 


DAMI 
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DAMS. 
To tell you the truth, I have never been at her 
houſe yet: but have ogled her a long time, and, 
thank heaven, with ſucceſs: at firſt ſhe ſent back 
my letters unopen'd, but ſoon after read them, 
and now writes to me again: for near two days 
paſt I have had ſtrong hopes, and, in a word, in- 
tend this very night to have a tete a téle with her. 
K UPHEMIA. | 
Well: I think I'll go and ſee her too: the mo- 


ther of a lover who is well-receiv'd, - cannot, I 
imagine, but be agreeable. to her. I may con- 


ten the match, on which I ſhall tell her your hap- 
pineſs depends: get her conſent, and make her 
your's as ſoon as you can; I'll do my belt to aſſiſt 
you: but ſpeak of it to nobody elſe, I charge you; 


DAMIS. 

No, madam : never was mother' more 3 
and affectionate, or friendſhip more ſincere; and 
to pleaſe her ſhall, for the Ts be my firſt am- 
bition. 


EUPHEMIA. 
Al that I deſire of you is, to be happy. 
| K 2 SCENE 


trive to ſpeak of you, and prevail on her to haſ- | 


. 

- — —— _ 
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SCENE I. 


DAMIS alone. 

i My mother's right: addreſs and cunning are 
abſolutely neceſſary in this world; there is no 
ſucceeding without them. I am reſoly'd to diſ- 
ſemble with the whole court, except ten or a do- 
zen friends, whom I may talk freely with: but 
firſt, by way of trial of my prudence, let me tell 
my ſecrets to myſelf a little, and conſider, now 
nobody's by, what fortune has beſtow'd upon 
me. I hate vanity, but there's no harm in know- 
ing one's ſelf, and doing ourſelves juſtice: I have 
ſome wit, am agreeable, well receiv'd at court, 
and thought, I believe, by ſome, to be admitted 
to the king's private hours: then, I am certainly 
very handſome, can dance, ſing, drink, and diſ- 
ſemble with the beft of *em: made a colonel at 
thirteen,” I have reaſon to hope for a ſtaff at thir- 

| ty; happy in what I have, and a good proſpect 
before me; I'll keep Julia, and marry Hortenſia 
when I have poſſeſs'd her charms, I'll be guilty 
every day of a thouſtnd infidelities, but all with 
prudence and ceconomy, and without ever being 
ſuſpected as a rambler: in ſix months time I ſhall 
make away with half her kan and enjoy all 
the 


THE BABBLER % * 


the court by turns, without her knowing any 


thing of the matter, 


SCENE III. 


DAMIS, TRASIMEN. 


DAMIS. 
Good morrow, governor, - 


TRASIMON. ase. 
Hang him for coming acroſs me. 


DAMIS. 
My dear governor, let me embrace thee. | 
TRASIMON, | 
Excuſe me, fir, but I really—— * 
DAMS. 
Poſitively 1 will: come, come | 
TRASIMON, 
Well, what, what do you want? 


DAMIS. 


Nay, don't frown ſo, man, pry*thee unbend a 
little: I am the happieſt of mortals. 


7 TRASIMON. 
25 I came to tell you, ſir 


. N \ 


*** 


— 
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DA MIS. 
©, by heavens, you kill me with that hard frozen 
face of yours, L h 
TRASIMON. 
I can't help it, fir, nor can I ſmile at preſent, 
ſor, let me tell you, you On got a bad nr 
1 your hands, 


DAM! 8. 
Not ſo very bad, ſure. 
TR AS M 0 N. 
Erminia and Valere exclaim violently againſt 
you': you have ſpoke of them, it ſeems, too light- 
ly, and old lord Horace too deſir'd me to tell 
you | 


D A M 8. 

O, a mighty matter indeed to be uneaſy about! 
Horace an old lord? an old fool, a proud cox- 
comb, puffed up with notions of falſe honour, 
low enough at court, he puts oh an air of Impor- 
tance in the city, and is as ignorant as he wou'd 
fain ſeem knowing: as for madam Ermina, it's 
pretty well known T had her, and left her abrupt- 
ly, an ill natur'd buſy- body; I believe you know 
a little of her lover, my friend, Valere; did you 
ever remember ſuch a ſtarch'd, affected, ſtrain'd, 
left-handed underſtanding? O, by the by, I was 


+ told 


ww —— — 
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told yeſterday in confidence, that his huge elder 
brother, that important creature, is well-receiv'd_ 
by Clarice, and the fat counteſs is burſting with 


ſpleen and diſappointment, Well but, my old 
| n how go your love affairs ? A 


TRA SIMON. 

You know I don't trouble myſelf much about 
the ſex. | N 
2 DAMIS. | 

That's not my caſe; for I do, and i'faith, both 
in court and city, they keep me pretty well em- 
ploy'd: but liſten, whilſt I entruſt you with a ſe- 
cret, on which the happineſs of my life depends. 

TRA SIMON. 

Can I ſerve you in it? 


D AMIS. 
Ms. not in the leaſt, 


TRASIMON, 
Then pray tell me nothing about it. 


| _ DAMIS. 
O but the rights of friendſhip—— - 
TRASIMON. 


"Tis that very friendſhip which makes me ſhrink 
from the weight of a ſecret which is entruſted to 


— 
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me, not out of real regard, but from mere folly 
and weakneſs, which any body elſe might keep 
as well as myſelf; which is generally attended 
with a thouſand ſuſpicions, and may chance to 
ive us both a great deal of uneaſineſs, me for 
knowing, and you for ſaying more than we ought, 


'DAMIS. 

Say what you will about it, captain, I muſt let 
you have the pleaſure of reading this billet-doux, 
TRASIMON. 

What a ſtrange humour 
| | DAMIS. 
You'll ſay it's written with a great deal of ten- 
derneſs. | 


TRASIMON. 
Well, if you inſiſt upon it. 


D AMIS. 
Tis dictated by love itſelf: you'll ſee how fond 
ſhe is of me: *tis the hand that wrote it which 
makes it ſo valuable: but you ſhall ſee it: zZounds, 
I've loſt it; poſitively I can't 8 it— hola, la 
Fleur, la Brie. 


SCENE 


' 
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SCENE Iv. 
DAMIS, TRASIMON, Several Footmen. 
_ .., "FOO TMEN. 
Did you call, fir? _ 
—'DAMIS. 


Step immediately into the gallery, an and bring 
me all the letters I receiv'd this morning: go to 


the old duke, and—O here it is, the blundering 


raſcals had put it there by miſtake. [To the foot- 
men] you may go. Now, you ſhall ſee it; mind- 
now, I beg you'll attend. 


SCENE v. 
DAMIS, TRASIMON, CLITANDER, PASQUIN: 
| CLITANDER, with a letter in 
his hand, ſpeaking to Paſquin, 
Stay, you, Paſquin, in this garden all day; be 
ſure you mark every thing that paſſes; obſerve 


Hortenſia well; and bring me an account of every 
ſtep ſhe takes: I ſhall know then 


SCENE VI. 
DAMIS, TRASIMON, CLITANDER.. 


DAMIS. 


0 here comes the marquis: good morrow, 
marquis. 


. „„ 
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CLITANDER. (A beter in bis band. 
Morrow to you. | 
D AMIS. 
Why, what's the matter with you to-day, 
with that long melancholy face? what the deuce 
ails you all ? every creature I ſee looks gloomy 


and diſmal to-day, I think; but I ſuppoſe—— 


CLITANDER  [Afide. 
I have too much reaſon. | 8 ok 


| DAMIS. 
What are you muttering about? 


CLITANDER. - In a low voice. 
What a poor unhappy creature I am! 


D AMIS. 
Can, to give you both a little ſpirit, ſuppoſe 
I read you this little billet of mine, ha, marquis? 


CLITANDER. [Afide, looking at 
- What letter ? can it be? ſurely *tis from Hor- 
tenſia: cruel creature ! 


DAMIS. [To Clitander. 
Tis a letter wou'd make a rival hang himſelf. 


CLITA N DER. 
You are indeed a happy man, if you are be- 


Jov'd. 
RE DAMIS. 
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DAMIS. 

That I moſt aſſuredly am; but you ſhall hear; 
your city ladies don't write in this ſtile: obſerve 
her. [He reads] © At length I yield to the paſ- 
6 fion which has taken poſſeſſion of my heart; I 
„ wou'd have conceal'd it, but 'tis impoſſible ; 
* why ſhou'd I not write what my eyes, no doubt, 
« have a thouſand times inform'd you of? yes, 
my deareſt Damis, I own I love you; the 
more perhaps becauſe my heart, fearful of your 
„ youth, and fearful of itſelf, for a long time re- 
o fiſted my inclination, and told me I ought not 
„ to love you. After the confeſſion of ſuch a 
«© weakneſs, ought I not for ever to reproach 
« myſelf for it? but the more frankly I avow my 
« tenderneſs for you, with the more care you. 
„ ought to conceal it.“ ! 


TRASIMON,. 
You take care, I ſee, to obey the Iady's com 
mands moſt punctually: a mighty diſcreet overs 
to be ſure! 


* 


CLITAN DE R. 5 
Happy is that man who receives ſuch letters, 
and never ſhews them. 


DA M 18. 
Well, what do you think of it? is not it— 


K 6 T RA 


"> 
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TRA SIMON. 
Very ſtrong indeed. | 
CLITANDER. 
Charming. 5 
g DAMIS. 
And the writer a thouſand times more ſo. O 
if you did but know her name! but in this wicked 
world we muſt have a little diſcretion. : 


TRASIMON. 
Well, we don't defire you to tell us. 


| CLITANDER. 
You and I Damis love one another very well, 
but prudence 1 


T RA SIMON. 
So far from defiring you to acquaint us with 
particulars, that 
DAMIS. - 

Come, come, I love you both too well to diſ- 
femble with you: I know, you think, and the 
whole court has proclaim'd it, that I have no 
affair here with any body but Julia, 


| CLITANDER. 

Nay, they have it from yourſelf; but as to us, 
we don't believe a word of it. 
|  DAMIS, 


- 
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DAMIS. 


To be ſure, there was ſomething between us, 
and the affair went on tolerably well till now: 
we lov'd one another, and then we parted, and 
then we met again ; all the world knows that. 


| CLITANDER. 
The world, I aſſure you, knows nothing at al} 
about it. | 
D AMIS. 
You think I'm very fond of her ſtill, but you'r 
miſtaken ; upon honour I am not. 
 TRASIMON. 
'Tis nothing to me, whether you are or are note 
D AMIS. 1 
Julia is handſome, that ſhe is; but then ſhe is. 
fickle: the other, O the other is the very thing. 
|  CLITANDER. 
Well, and this charming woman 
D AMIS: 
Come, I ſee you will know, and I muſt tell you: 
my dear friend, look at this picture, only look at it: 
did you ever ſee two ſuch eyes? the moſt charm- 


ing, moſt adorable creature; painted by Mace; 
' 5 | ; : that 


angry, I intend to marry her. 


— 
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that you know is ſaying every thing; you know 


the features, don't you? 


CLITANDER. 
O heav'n! *tis Hortenſia. 
|  DAMIS. 
You ſeem ſurpriz'd. 
; TRASIMON. 
You forget, ſir, that Hortenſia is my couſin, that 


| ſhe is tender of her honour, and a declaration of 


this kind | 
„ ene 
O give her up, give her up, man; why, I have 
{ix couſins ; you ſhall have 'em all: make up to' em, 
ogle em, deceive em, deſert 'em, print their love- 
letters, with all my heart, it will give me no un- 
eaſmeſs: we ſhou'd have enough to do indeed to 
be out of humour with.one another, to vindicate 
the honour of our couſins: it's very well here, if 
every one can anſwer for themſelves. 
TRASIMON. 
But Hortenſia, ſir- 
: DAMIS. 
1 the woman I adore; and I tell you again, fir; 
ſhe loves me, and me only ; and to make you more 


011 
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Cou'd 1 1580 beta more cruel injur'd ? Fm 
 DAMIS. 


Our wedding will be no ſecret, but you ſhan't be 
there - couſin. 


T RA SIMON. 


A couſin, fir, may have ſome power over her, and 
that you ſhall know ſoon. Your ſervant, fir... 


SCENE VI. 
DAMIS, CLITANDER. 
DAMIS. 

How I deteſt that fellow ! the rediculous pedant, 
with his affected airs of romantick virtue; a tedi- 
ous, heavy, tireſome brute! you ſeem to be mighty 
curious about that picture, and examine it cloſely, 

CLITANDER. [Aſide. 
I muſt be maſter of myſelf, and diſſemble. 


DAMIS. 

You may obſerve perhaps, one of the brilliants 
is mifling at the corner there: I was a long chaſe 
yeſterday, and there was ſuch joſtling and puſhing 
one another: you muſt know I had four pictures 
looſe in my pocket, and this unfortunately met 

with 


* 
— 
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- with a miſchance; the caſe broke, and a brilliant 


dropp'd out: as you go to town to-morrow, you 
may call at Frenaye's, he's dear but clever in his 


way: I wiſh you'd chuſe a diamond at his ſhop, as 
if it was for yourſelf; for between you and me, I 
owe him a few pounds: here take the picture, but 
don't ſhew it any body. Your ſervant, 
 ELITANDER  [Afide. 
Where am I ? | 
DAMTS. 
Well, God be wi' ye, Marquiſs, I ſhall depend 
upon you. Take care, be diſcreet now. 


CLITANDER, [Aſde. 
Can he poſſibly do it? | 
DAMIS. [Returning. 


I love a diſcreet friend: you ſhall be my confi- 
dant: I'll tell you all my ſecrets. Is it poſſible for 
a man to be happy, to poſles every thing his heart 
can wiſh for, and not tell it to another? where's 
the j joy of keeping our inſipid pleaſures to ourſelves? 
one may as well have no friends as not truſt em, 
and happineſs uncommunicated is no happineſs at 

all: I have ſhewn you a . and a picture, but 

that's not all. 


: 6815 


t 
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C LITAN DER. 
Why, what elſe have you ? 


| DAMIS. 0 
Do you know that this very night I am to meet 


her. 8 
CLITANDER. Aude. 
O dreadful ! horrible! 
DA MIS. 


To night, Clitander, before the ball is over, alone 
and unſuſpected, I am to meet her by apoiatment in 
this garden. 


c LIT AND RER. [Afide. 
O I am loſt, undone: this laſt cruel ſtroke 
DAMIS. 


Is not that charming, my friend? doft not re- 
joice with me, boy! 
CLITAN DER. 
And will Hortenſia meet you? 


D AMIS. 77 

Moſt certanly; juſt at duſk I expect her; but tha, 
declining ſun already gives me notice of my ap- 
proaching happineſs: I muſt be gone, I'll go to 
your lodgings, I think, and dreſs: let me ſee, I 
muſt have two pounds of powder for my hair, and 
ſome of the moſt exquifite perfume; then will I re- 
'* | turn 


3 
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turn in triumph, and finiſh the affair immediately, 
Do you in the-mean time, prowl about here, that 


you may have ſome ſhare in the happineſs of your 


friend; I ſhall leave you here as my deputy, to keep 
off impertinent rivals. 


SCENE VII. 
CLITANDER [Alone. 
How hard a taſk it was to conceal my grief and 
my "reſentment! after a whole year of ſincereſt 
paſſion, when Hortenſia's heart, weary'd of reſiſt- 
ance, began at length to ſoften and relent, for Da- 
mis thus to come and change her in an inſtant! one 
fortunate moment has done what my long and 
faithful ſervices in vain ſolicited: nay ſhe even pre- 
vented his wiſhes, gave this young coxcomb that 
picture which I had ſo much better deſerv'd: ſhe 
writes to him too! O that letter wou'd have kill'd 
me With extacy: and then, to make my miſery 
complete, ſhe has writ to me this morning never to 
ſee her more: this hair-brain'd fellow has got hold 
pf her heart, and will carry her off in triumph: O 
 Hortenſia, how cruelly haſt thou deceiv'd me 
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SCENE IX. 
CLITANDER, PASQUIN. 
CLITANDER. 
So, Paſquin, I have found out my rival. 


Sins: een 
Indeed, fir ? ſo much the worſe, 


E LIT AN DER. 
Yes! ſhe” s in love with that blockhead, Damis, 


PASQUIN. 
Who told you ſo? 8 
LIT AN DER. . 
HFimſelf: the proud coxcomb boaſted to me of 
the treaſure he had ſtolen from me. Here, Paſquin, 
look at this picture; out of mere vanity he has left 
it in my hands, only that he may triumph the 
more. O Hortenſia, who cou'd ever have believ'd 
that Damis would ſuplant Clitander ! _ 
P ASQUIN. 
Damis is a good pretty fellow. 
CLITANDER. {Collaring him. 


Hal raſcal, an impertinent young fool, that 


PASQUIN, 


be is a fool, let us take the advantage of his folly, 
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r 
Very true, fir, and perhaps — but, for heaven's 
fake, don't ſtrangle me, fir : between you and I, ſir, 
he's nothing but a babbler, a prig. 


: CLITANDER.. 

Be he what he will, ſhe prefers him to me, Paſ- 
quin: therefore now is the time to exert thy uſual 
{kill, and ſeive me: Hortenſia and my rival are to 
meet this night in the garden, by apointment; find 
out ſome method, if poſſible, to prevent it. 

PpAS0OYIN. 
But, fir,— _ 
CLITANDE R. 

Thy brain, I know, is fertile; take money as 
much as thou wilt: for heaven's ſake diſappoint my 
rival: whilſt he is tricking out his inſignificant per- 
ſon, we may rob hiarof the happy moment: ſince 


and by. ſome means or other keep him away from 
this place. | 


PASQUIN, 

And this you think mighty eaſy to be done: 
why, fir, I wou'd ſooner engage to ſtop the courſe 
ef a river, a ſtag upon a heath, or a bird in the air, 
a mad poet repeating his own verſes, a litigious wo- 


man that has a ſuit in chancery, a parſon hunting 


0 | after 
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after a boni ice, a high · wind, a tempeſt, or thunder 
and lightning, than a young coxcomb going to a 
rendezyous with his miſtreſs. 

CLITANDER, 

And will you then abandon me to deſpair ? 
pas quUIN. 
Stay : a thought is juſt come into my head: let 


me fee, Hortenſia and Damis have never ſeen me? 
CLITANDER. 


Never. | 
PASQUIN. 
You have got her picture? 
CLITANDER, 
have. 
PASQUIN. 


Good: and you have got a letter that ſhe wrote 
you. 
C LITAN DER. 
Ay, and a cruel one it is. 
p PASQUIN 
Her lad yſbip' s orders I think to you, never to y i. 
ſit her again, 
CLITANDER. 
Tt is ſo. | ' 2 
| P ASQUIN. 
N 1 letter is without a direction I think ? 
CLITANDER. 
It-is, raſcal, and what of that? 
4 PAS QU I N, 


9 
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PASQUIN. 


Give me the picture and the letter immediately, 
give them me, [ ſay. 


CLITANDER. 
Shall I give a picture into other hands that was 


. entruſted to my care? 


PASQUIN, 

Come, come, no ceremony: a pretty ſeruple in- 
deed ? give'em me. 

' CLIMANDER. 

Well, but, Paſquin —— 

PA'SQUIN. 

Leave every thing to me, and rely on my diſcre- 
tion. nl 
CLITANDER, 

You want to—— 
-P ASQUIN. 
Away, away: here comes Hortenſia. 


*:S © E N E K. 
HORT ENS IA, NE RINE, 


HORTEN SIA. 
What you ſay, Nerine, is very true, Clitander is 
a worthy man: I know the warmth of his paſſion for 


me, and the ſincerity of it: he is ſober, ſen ſible 


conſtant, and diſcreet: I ought to eſteem him; and 
| 10 


1 


e- 
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ſo Ido; but Damis is my taſte; I find by the ſtrug- 


gles of my own heart, that love is not always the 


reward of virtue: we are always won by an agree- 
able outſide; and for one who is captivated by the 
perfections of the ſoul, a thouſand are caught by the 


eye; I bluſh at my own inconſtancy: but Damis 
comes no more here, I aſſure you. 


NE RINE. 
What a ſtrange humour this is! how reſolute 
you are 
HORTENSIA. 
No: I ought not to be there firſt, and poſitively 


] will not. 


NERINE. 
Are you afraid of the firſt meeting ? 
HORTEN SIA. 
To tell you the truth, Damis takes up all my 
thoughts: this very day I have had a viſit from his 
mother, who has greatly increas'd my prejudices 


in favour of her ſon: I ſee ſhe is extremely eager for 


the match, and preſſes it in the warmeſt manner : 
but I want to ſee the man himſelf in private, and 
ſound his real ſentiments. | 


NE RINE. 
Vou bare no doubt of his regard for you? 


H O R- 
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HO R TE N 8 LA. 

None: I believe, nay I know he loves me; but 
1 want to hear him tell me ſo a thouſand and a 
thouſand times over: I want to ſee if he deſerves 
my love, to know his temper, his character, and his 
heart: I wou'd not yield blindly to inclination, but 
judge of him, if I cou a, without paſhion or preju- 
dice, 

SCENE XI. 

HORTENSIA, NERINE, PASQUIN, 


PASQUIN. | 
Madam, my maſter Damis has ſent me here to 
acquaint you privately— 
HORTENSIA. 
Is not he coming himſelf? 
' PASQUIN, 
No, madam. & 
NERINE. 


The little villain! 
HORTENSIA. 
Not come to me? 
 *'PASQUIN: 
No, madam : but, as in point of honour he thinks 
| himſelf oblig'd, be has ſent you back this portrait. 
HORTENSIA. 
My picture! 


PASQUIN, 
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20 22d „ 24 PASQU I N.. i 
000 take it, madam, | _ 

HORTENSTA:: | 

Am L awake? | 

PASQUIN. , | g 


Pray, ma' am, make haſte, for I am really in- a 
hurry : I have two more pictures to carry back for my 
maſter, and two to receive : and ſo, madam, till we, | 
meet again, I am your moſt obſequious - 


2-4. R TENSIA, 
Perfidious wretch! I ſhall die with grief. 


PASQUIN. | 

He deſit'd me moreover, madam, to inform you, 

that you need not ogle him any more, and that for 

the future he ſhou'd be glad if you wou'd find out 
ſome other dupe to laugh at beſides himſelf. 


SCENE XII. i 


HORTENSIA, NERINE, DAMIS, PASQUIN. 
DAMIS. [At the further end of the ſtages) 9 
Here I am to meet the dear object of my wiſhes-. Wk he N 
pASQUIN. | A 
Ha! Damis!: then I am caught; but III take | 
courage however, and proceed: [he runs up to Damir 


and takes * ] 1 belong, fir, to * Hortenſia 
Vor. IV. L and 


w 
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and have the honour to be employed on her little 
affairs; I have, ſir, here a billet-doux for you. 


HORTENSIA, 
What a change is here! what a reward for my 
tender paſſion ! 
DAMIS. [Reads 


Let ine ſee, bal how's this? * You delerve my 
te regard, I know the eſteem 88 75 is due to your 
« virtues, but I cannot love you.” Was ever ſuch 

abominable perfidy? this is what J little expected 
Indeed ; but it ſhall be known; the public ſhall be 
acquainted with it: it ſhall be no ſecret at court, I 
can aſſure her. | 


- HORTENSTA. [At the other part of the ſtage, 
N he carry his infamous perfidy ſo far as this ? 
f _ _DAMIS 
There, madam, you ſee what value I ſet on your 
correſpondence. | [He tears the letter. 


_ PASQUIN. [Running up to Hortenſia, 
O madam, Ibluſh for his behaviour: youlſaw him 


tear the letter, which you condeſcended to write to 
1 the ungtateſul man. 
* HORTENSIA. 
F Ie has fent back my picture: periſh, thou 
wretched image of my ineffectual charms! _ 
| She throws down the picture. 
PAS QI UN. 


*, 


* 
8 
1 | 
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PASQUIN. IConiing back to Damis. 
* mh fir, you ſee how ſhe treats you; ſhe has 
thrown away your picture, and broke it in pieces. 
D AMIS. * 


Th ere are ſome ladies in the world who receivethe 


original ina very different manner, I can aſſute her, 
HOR T E "+ 1 


O,Nerine, what a regard 1 had for this ungrateful | 


man ! Tell me, fellow, [Speaking to Paſquin, and 
giving him money.] for whoſe ſake is it I am thus de- 
ſerted ? to what happy object am 1 e 


PASQUIN. 


O, madam, to five or ſix beauties, ia he 


pretends to beiin love with, though he cares as lit- 
tle for them as for yourſelf; but your moe danger 


ous rival is the fair Julia. Low 


1 


— — — —yę—. łͥ˙ſ— — 


V1 Paſquin's ſcheme of deceiving them both i the letter and 
picture is well imagin'd : but the execution of it very awkwardly 
and inaptifidially conducted: his running backwards and fof- 
wards from one to the other, the lover and his miſtreſs being both 


orf the ſtage together, whillt the deceit is carried oh againſttnem, 


together with the abſurdity of leaving them together afterwards 
without coming to an eclaircifſement, are all circumſtances td the 
laſt degree abſurd and improbable. Voltaire's comedies, tho“ 
they have ſome merit, are not excellent, and this is one of the 
pooreſt of them. 


L 2 DAMIS, 


L 
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| D AMIS. [Coming up to Paſquin: 
Here, take this ring, and now, tell me honeſtly, 
on What impertinent court fool your ſweet miſtreſs 
has fix'd her affections. _ 
PAS IN. 
N 0 one; fir, deſerves her ſo well as yourſelf; but, 
to tell you the truth, there is a certain young abbe 


who ogles her perpetually; not to mention that 1 
frequently help her couſin Trafimon over the gar- 


den wall of an evening. 
DAMTIS. 

I'm lad on't: this 1 is excellent news; PII put it 

into a ballad. - 
HORTENSI A. | 

The worſt of it is, Nerine, that to make me ſtill 
more unhappy, this affair will make anoiſe in the 
world, and I ſhall be horribly expos'd : come, let us 
be yours I will retire, and hide uy tears. 

PASQUIN, [To Hortenſia. 

You have no more commands for me, madam? 
[7 Domis.] Can I be of any further ſervice to you, 
\ fir? Heaven preſerve you both! | | 


'SCENE 
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SCENE XIII. 
HORTENSIA, DAMIS, NERINE. 
HORTENSITA. {Returning- 
Why do I ſtay in this place? 
D AMIS. 
I ought to be dancing at the ball now. 
HORTENSIA. 

He ſeems thoughtful, but tis not on my ac- 
count. So 
DAMIS. . 
Il am miſtaken, or ſhe looks this way: TI &en- 
make up to her, , 

HOR TENSIA. 

III avoid him. 8 
1757 * 11 DADELS: 

O, ſtay, Hortenſia, can you fly me, can you a- 
void me? cruel perfidious woman! 

HORTENSIA... | 
Ungrateful man, leave me to myſelf, and let me 
try to hate you. 


— 


 DAMIS. 
That, madam, will be an eaſy taſk, thanks- to 
your infidelity. 


L 3: H O Re 
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HORTE NS1A. 
Tis. what I ought to do: tis but my duty now, 
thanks to your injuſtice. ONT INDE 
D AMIS. 
And are we met at laft, Hortenfia, but to quar. 
rel? 


| HORTENSHA, +: | 
How can Damis talk thus, and at the ſame time 
affront me, and love another! O, Are 


A ter r your writing me ſuch a letter, madam. — 
HORTENSIA, i 
After your ſending back my picture, fir — 
D AMIS. | 
Cov'd I ſend back your picture: cruel woman nl 
HoRTENSIA. 
Cou'd Lever write à line to you that was not full 
of love and tenderneſs? perfidious man! 
DAMIS., | 2 
Madam, I will conſent to leave the court, to es 
up the poſts I enjoy, and all my hopes of future pre- 
' ferment, to be deſpisd, and condemn'd bythe whole 
world, if ever I ſent you back the picture, the pre- 
cious treaſure which lovy eptruſted to my Care. 


HO R- 


ing? He, madam, will unravel all. 
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HORTENSIA. | 

And may I never be lov'd by the dear charmer of 

my ſoul, if I ever ſent you that letter! but here, here, 


ungrateful man, is the picture your inſolence re- 


turn'd me, the reward of tender 0 which 


| you deſpis'd: tis here, and can you r 


D AMIS. 
Ha here comes Clitander. 


SCENE XIV. 


HORTENSIA, DAMIS, CLITANDER, NERINE, 
* "PASQUIN. 


DAMIS. 
My dear marquis, come here; where are vou go- 


17 & 


* 


HORTEN SIA. 


Cutander? why, what does he know of the 
matter? 


D AMIS. 

Don't be alarm'd, madam, he is my friend, to 
whom I have open'd my whole heart: he is my 
confidant, let him be "_ s too: you mult, indeed 
you muſt. 

HORTEN SIA. 
Let us be gone this moment, Nerine: O, heav'n 


what a ridiculous creature! 


140 SCENE 


— 


5 


OY 
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SCENE XV. 
DAMS, CLITANDER, PASQUIN. 


DAMIS. 
O, marquis, I am the moſt unhappy of men; let 


me ſpeak to you; I muſt follow her: obſerve me. 


l. Hortenſia.] Stay, 3 hay, then, I muft 
after her, ; 


SCENE XVI. 
| CLITANDER, PASQUIN. 


Cc LITANDER. | 
I don't know what to think of it, Paſquin ; I un- 


K derſtood, by what you told me, chat they had ** 


rel'd. f 
PAS QU IN, 
I thought ſo too: I'm ſure I play'd my part: moſt 
certainly they have cauſe to hate one another; but, 


for aught I know, a minute's time may reconciie 


them again. | 
CLI T A N DER. 
Let us obſerve which way they turn. 


P ASQUIN, 
Hortenſia ſeems as if ſhe was going to her own 


houſe. F 
CLI“ 
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Damis laws hey cloſe: by his being behind, . 


however, it looks as if ſhe ſhunn'd him. 


PAS QUIN.. 
Ons flies but lowly, and the lover purſues. 
CLIT ANDER.. 


She turns her head back, and Damis talks to her, 
but to no purpoſe. 


PASQUIN. 


- I fancy, not, but Damis ſtops her often. 
CIT AND ER. 


He kneels to her, but ſhe treats him with con- 
tempt. | 
PASQUIN: 
O, but obſerve, now ſhe looks tenderly upon 
him: if ſo, you're undone. 
CLITAN DE R. 


She is gone into her own houſe, and has diſmiſs'd 
him: joy and fear, hope and deſpair, at once ſur- 
round me; I can't imagine how it will end. . 


7 SCENE 


— 


: 
wv 
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SCENE XVII. 
CLIT ANDER, D AMIS, PA SQUIN, 
| DAMIS, 
O, my dear marquis, I'm glad you're here; for 
heaven's ſake inform me, what can be the mean- 
ing that Hortenſia forbids my coming nigh her? 


how happens it that the picture, which I truſted to 
you, is now in her hands? anſwer me. 


CLITAND E R. 
You amaze and confound me, | 
DAMIS. [To Paſquin. 
As for you fir raſcal there, the fervant of Horten- 
ſia, at leaſt the pretended one, III make an end of 
you this moment. | 


PASQUIN. [To Clitander. 
Protect me, fir. Beta 


CLITANDER. [To Damis. 
Well, 1 i 


DAMIS. 
*Tis in vain— 
CLITAN DER. 
58 this poor fellow, let me intreat you, do. 
D AMIS. 
What intereſt have you in him? 
i CLI. 
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CLITANDER.. mn Aw 
I beg it of you,. and ſctiouſly.. + 
| DAMIS. 


Out of regard toyou, I will with-hold n 
ment; but tell me, ſcoundrel, the whole black 


contrivance.. | 
PASQUIN. 


O, fir, tis a moſt myſterious affair; but I'll let 


you into ſome ſurprizing ſecrets, if you'll promiſe 
not to reveal em. 
D AMIS. 


I' promiſe nothing, and inſiſt on knowing all. 


PASQUIN. 


You ſhall, fir, but Hortenſia is coming this way, 
and will overhear us. (To Clitander.] Come, ir, 
let us to the maſquerade, and there l tell you 
every thing. 


SCENE XVIII. 


TRASIMON, NERINE, HORTENSIA, in a domino, 


with a-maſque in her hand. 


TRASIM ON.. 


: Take my word for it, Hortenſia, this young COX» 
comb will cover us with ſhame and ignominy, to 


ſhew your letters and your picture about in this 
| L & public 
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public manner: tis intolerable: I ſaw them myſelf;- 

but PII puniſh the ſcoundrel as he deſerves, 
HORTENSIA.  [ToNerine. 


| Ts Julia then ſo beautiful in his * do you Wink: 
he's really in love with her? 
TRA SIMON. 


No matter whether he is or no: but, if he diſ- 
honours you, it concerns me nearly; I know a re- 
lation's duty, and will perform it. 


HORTENSIA. [To Nerine. 


po you imagine he is engag'd to Julia? give me. 
your Opinion. 


NERINE. 
One may know that eaſily enough from himſelf, 
, HORTENSTIA. 
x O, Nerine, he was exceſſively indiſcreet; I da 
to hate, yet perhaps till love him, O, how he wept, 


and ſwore he loy'd, that he ador'd me, and that he 
wou'd conceal our mutual pafſion ' 


TRASIMON, 
Thbere, I'm ſure, he promis'd more than he will 
perform. . | 


HOR. 
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| HORTENSIA. 


For the laſt time, however, I mean to try him? 
he's gone to the maſquerade, there I'ſhall be ſure 
to find him: you muſt diſſemble Nerine : go and: 
tell him that Julia expects him here with impa- 
tience: this maſque at leaſt will hide my bluſhes: 
the faithleſs man will take me for Julia : I ſhall 
know what he thinks of her, and of myſelf: on 
this meeting will depend my-choice or my contempt. 
of him. [To Trafimon.]) Vou muſt not be far off: 
endeavour, if you can to keep Clitander near you: 25 
wait for me here, or hereabouts, and I will call: 
vou when there is occaſion. 


8. E E. N. E. XIX.. 


HORTENSIA, alone, in a _— with a ne. 
| her hand. 


At length it is time to fix my wavering affections; 
under the cover of this maſque, andthe name of Ju- 
hi, I ſhall know whether. his indiſcretion was 
owing to excels of love, or vanity ; whether I ought 
to pardon, or to deteſt. him: but here he comes. 


SCENE 


A 


232 THE BAB BLE R. 
SCENE XX. 
HORTENSIA, maſqued, DA IS. 
D AMIS. [Not ſeeing Hortenſia. 
This ſeems to be the favourite ſpot for ladies to 
make their aſfignations in: well, I'll follow the fa- 
ſhion: faſhion, in France, determines every thing, 
regulates precedency, honour, good- breeding. me- 
bits wit, and pleaſure. 
' HORTENSIA. ade. 
- The coxcomb ! Pan | 
DAMIS. | 
If this affair of mine cou'd but be known, in two 
year's time the whole court wou'd run mad for love 
of me : a good ſetting out here is every thing ther 
Egle and Doris, and—O there's no counting them, 


ſuch a groupe, ſuch a ſweet proſpeR ! O the pretty 
creatures 


HORTENSIA. [Afide. 


1 17 vain man? 
D AMIS. 


0 Julia, is it you? 1 know you in ſpite of that 
envious mafk': my heart cannot be miſtaken; come, 
come, my dear Julia, take off that cruel veil that 
hides thy beauties from me; do not in pity, do not, 
conceal thoſe ſweet looks, thoſe tender ſmiles, that 


Were 
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were meant to reward that love which they inſpir'd; 
thou art the only woman upon earth whom I adore. 

HORTE NSIA. | 

Let me tell you, Damis, you ate a ſtranger to 
my humour and diſpoſition ; I ſhould deſpiſe a 
heart that never felt for any woman but myſelf I 
like my lovers ſhou'd be more faſhionable; that 
twenty young flirts ſhould be hunting after bim; 
that his paſſion for me ſhou'd draw him away from 
-a hundred contending beauties ; I muſt have ſome 
noble - ſacrifice offer'd up to me, or Il never ac- 


cept of his ſervices: a lover leſs eſteem'd wou'd be 
of no value, I ſhou'd deſpiſe him. + 


DAMIS, 0 f 
I eam make you eaſy on that head, my * 'Y & 
; have made fome pretty good conqueſts, and perhaps 
- as expeditiouſly as moſt men; I believe I can boaſt 


of tolerable ſucceſs that way : many a fine woman 
has run after me : another man wou'd be vain upon 
it: I cou'd reckon up a few of your nice e ladies Who 


b are not over coy to me. 

| HORTENSTA, 

E Well, but who, who are they ? 
DAMIS, 


Only give the word, my Julia, ond [ begin the 6 
crifice ; there is, firſt, the little Iſabel; ſecondly, 


4 the 
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Poor pitiful offerings, I cou'd have hundred ſuch 
every day: theſe will never do: they are lov'd, and 
turn'd off again twenty times in a' week: let me 

have ſome reſpectable names, women of character, 
ſuch as I may triumph over without a bluſh: if 

Fou cou'd reckon amongſt your captives, one, who, 

beſore ſhe ſaw the incomparable Damis, was invul- 

nerable, one who in all actions paid the ſtricteſt 
regard to decency and decorum, ſome modeſt pru- 

dent fair, who never felt a weakneſs but for you, 

that wou'd be the woman. | 

| DAMIS. [sitting down by her. 

Now then, obſerve me: I have a miſtreſs who 
| exactly reſembles in every feature the picture you 
have drawn: but you wou'd not Aare me be ſo in- 
diſcreet as to — 

HORTENSIA: 
Not for the world... 
DAMIS-. 
If I was imprudent enough to tell her name, 1 
ſhou'd call her Hortenſia. Why do you ſtartle at 


it? Ichink not of her whilſt my Julia's here: ſne 
| is 


47 
- 
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is neither young or handſome when you are by: 
beſides there is a certain young Abbé who is very 
familiar with her; and between you and I, her 
couſin Traſimon is too apt to come to her in an 
evening over the garden wall. 
HORTENSIA, [Afide. 

To join calumny thus to his infidelity, execrable 
villain ! but I muſt diſſemble : pray, Damis on what 
footing are you with Hortenſia ? does ſhe love you ? 


x D AMIS. 
O to diſtraction, that's the truth of it. F* 
HORTENSIA. [Aſide. 
Impudence and falſehood to the higheſt _ ! 
DAMIS. 


Tis even ſo, I aſſure you, I wou'd not cy you 
alye for the world. 


HORTENSIA, [Afide, 
The villain ! 
5 D AMIS, 
But what ſignifies thinking about her? we did not 
meet here to talk of Hortenſia: come, let us rather 
| HORTENSIA. 


I can never believe Hortenſia wou'd ever have | 
given herſelf b. 4 ſo totally to 9%: 


DAMIS. 


— — 
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8 DA MIS. 
Ltell you, I have it under ber own hand. 
|  HORTENSIA, 
I don't believe a word of it. 
DAMIS, 
*Tis inſulting me to doubt it. 
HoRTENSIA. 
Let me ſee it then. 


DA M1 8. 
Vou injure me, madam; _—_ read, perhaps you 


know her hand. 


1 {Gives her the letter, 

HORTENSI1A, {Unmaſking 

I do, villain, and know your treachery: at length 

I bavein ſome meaſure atoneũ for my folly, and have 

luckily recover'd both the picture and the letter, which 

I pad ventur'd to truſt in ſuch unworthy hands: tis 
done: now Traſimon, and Clitander appear. 

SCENE XXI. 


HORTENSIA, D AMIS, TRASIMON, CLI. 
TAN DER. 


HORTENSIA. [To Clitander. 

If I have not yet offended you beyond a poſſibility 

of pardon; if you can ſtill love Hortenſia, my hand, 
my fortune, and my life are your's, 


CLI 


THE BABBLER 237 
CLITANDE R. 

O FHortenſia, behold at your feet a deſpairing 

lover who receives your kind offer with joy, and 


tranſport. | 
TRASIMON.. [To Damis, 


Did not I tell you, fir, I ſhould bring her to a 
right way of thinking ? this marriage, fir, is my 
making: now, Damis, fare you well, and hence- 
forth, learn to diſſemble better, or never attempt it 


more. 


Juſt heaven ! for the future how ſhall 1 venture 
to ſpeak: at all? 


eee 
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AN 
EPISTLE DEDICATORY 
TO 


Mr. FALKN ER, an Enpliſh Merchant, 


Since Ambaſlador at ConsTANTINOPLE, 
WITH 


The TRAGEDY of ZAR A. 


My dear friend, 
V are an Engliſhman, and Ia native of France; 


but all lovers of the fine arts are fellow - citizens; 
men of taſte and virtue have pretty nearly the ſame 
principles in every country, and form one general 
common-weal: it is no longer therefore matter of 
aſtoniſhment to ſee a French tragedy dedicated to an 
Engliſhman, or an Italian, any more than it wou'd 
have been, in the days of antiquity, for a citizen of 
Epbeſus, or of Athens, to addreſs his performance to 
a Grecian of ſome other city: TI lay this tragedy be- 
fore you therefore as my countryman in literatures 


and my moſt intimate friend. 
I ſhall, 


242] 

I ſhall, at the ſame time, have the pleaſure of i 8 
forming my brother Frenchmen here in what light 
traders are look'd upon amongſt you, what regard the 
Engliſh have for a profeſſion ſo eſſential to the wel- 
fare of their kingdom, and the honour which they 
have to repreſent their country in parliament, in the 
rank of legiſlators: Tho' trade is deſpiſed by our pe- 
tits-maittes, who, you know as well as myſelf, both 
in England and France, are the moſt contemptible 
ſpecies of being that crawl upon the face of the earth. 
My further inducement to correſpond with an En- 
gliſbman, rather than any other man on ſubjects of 
literature, ariſes from your happy freedom of thought, 
which never fails to inſpire me with bolder ideas, and 
more nervous expreſhon. ® «* Whoever converſes 
with me has, for the time at leaſt, my heart at his 
diſpoſal ; if his ſentiments are lively and animated, 
he inflames me: if he is ſtrong and nervous, he 
raiſes and ſupports me': the courtier, who is all 


— 


— a8 


The paſſages which I have inclos'd between aſteriſks, and 
mak'd thus © are in the original, written in a familiar kind 
of verſes, confiſting of eight ſyllables, which Mr. Voltaire is, in 
moſt of his letters, fond of intermingling with his proſe : the 
reader will eafily perceive that, however agreeable thoſe rhimes 
might be to a French ear, both the ſubject and ſtile, in the greater 


part of them, are of ſuch a nature, as not to admit of an Engliſh 
poetical tranſlation, 
difimu- 


13 „/ A 


e ww bis rw 


. 


diſnhmulation, makes me inſenſibly as affected and 


conſtrain'd in my behaviour as himſelf ; but a bold 
and fearleſs ſpirit gives me ſentiment and courage : 
I catch fire from him, juſt as young painters, 


brought up under le Moine or Argiliere, catch the 


freedom of their maſter's pencils, and compoſe with 
their ſpirit : thus Virgil admir'd Homer, follow'd 
his ſteps, and, without being a plagiay from him, 
became his rival“. 

| You need not be apprehenſive of my ſending you, 
with this piece, a long apology and vindication of it: 
I might indeed have told you, why I did not make 
Zara more determin'd to embrace chriſtianity before 
ſhe knew her father; why ſhe keeps the ſecret from 
her lover, &c. but thoſe who have any judgment, 


or any juſtice, will ſee my reaſons without my 


pointing them out; and as for thoſe criticks who - 
are predetermin'd not to believe me, it wou'd be 
loſt labour to give them any reaſons at all. 

All I can boaſt of is, that the piece is tolerably | 


fimple ; a perfection, in my opinion, that is not to 


be deſpis'd. 
© This happy ſimplicity was one of the Afb Gait 
ing beauties of learned antiquity : *tis pity you Eng. 


 liſhmen don't introduce this novelty. on your ſtage, 
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which.is ſofill'd with horror, gibbets, and murthers : 
put more truth into your dtamatic performances, and 
more noble images: Addiſon has endeavour'd at it: 
he was the poet of the wiſe, but he was too ſtiff: 
and, in his boaſted Cato, the two girls are really very 
infipid characters: imitate from the great Addiſon 
only what is good]; poliſh a little the rude manners 
of your wild muſe ; write for all times, and all ages, 
for fame, and for poſterity, and transfuſe into your 
works the fimplicity of your manners.” 

But I wou'd not have your Zngiz/h poets imagine, 
that I mean to give them Zara as a model: I preach 
ſimplicity to them, and eaſy numbers, but I wou'd 
not be thought to ſet up for the ſaint of my own 
ſermon : if Zara has met with ſucceſs, I owe it not 
ſo much to the merit of the performance, as to the 
tenderneſs of the love ſcenes, which I was wiſe 
enough to execute as well as I poſſibly cou'd: in 
this I flatter'd the taſte of my audience; and he is 
generally ſure to ſucceed, who talks more to the 

paſſions -of men than to their reaſon : if we aze 
ever ſo good chriſtians, we muſt have a little love 
beſides: and I am ſatisfy'd the great Corneille was 
much in the right of it, not to confine himſelf in 
his Polhacie, merely to the breaking of the ſtatues of 

Jupiter 


* 


nes 4] 

Jupiter by the new converts: for ſuch is the de- 
pravity of human k ind, that perhaps 
I be pious foul of Polyacte wou'd haue but little 
impreſſion on the audience, and even the chriſtian 
verſes he declaims wou'd have been receiv'd with 
contempt, if it had not been for his wife's paſſion for 
her favourite heathen, who was certainly more 
worthy of her love than the good devotee her hul- 
band. Almoſt the ſame accident happen'd to Zara: 
all my friends, who frequent the theatre, aſſur'd me, 
_-that if ſhe had been only converted, ſhe wou'd not 
mave been half ſo intereſting: but ſhe was in love 
with the moſt perfect religion in the world, and 
that has made her fortune; I cou'd not however 
expect to eſcape cenſure. 

Many an inexorable oritick has carp'd at and 
Naſh'd me, and many a remorſeleſs jefter has pre- 
_ tended that I only filch'd an improbable Romance, 
awhich I had not the ſenſe to improve; that I have 
lamed and ſpoil'd the ſubject; that the cataftrophe 
is unnatural : they even prognoſticated the dreadful 
hiſs with which a diſguſted public ſalutes a miſerable 
poet: but I deſpis'd their cenſures, and riſk'd my 
play upon the ſtage ; the public was more favour- 
able than they expected, or I deſerv'd ; inſtead of 
TOs it was Teceiv'd with ſhouts : tears flow'd al- 

M2 moſt 
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moſt from every eye : but I am not puff'd up with 
my ſucceſs, I aſſure you I am no ſtranger to all its 
faults, I know very well it is abſolutely indiſput. 
able, that before we can make a perfect work, we 
muſt ſel] ourſelves to the devil, which was what I 
did not chuſe to do.” ut 

I do not flatter myſelf that the Engliſb will do 
Zara, the ſame honour they have done to Brutus, 
a * tranſlation of which has been play'd at London: 
they tell us here, that you have neither devotion 
enough to be affected by old Lufignan, nor tender- 
neſs to feel for Zara : you love a conſpiracy better 
than an intrigue: upon your ſtage, they ſay the 
word Country, is ſure of getting a clap, and fo is 
Love, upon ours; but to ſay the truth, you have as 
much love in your tragedies as we have: if you 


| have not the reputation of being tender, it is not 


that your ſtage heroes are not in love, but that they 
ſeldom expreſs their paſſion naturally: our lovers 
talk like lovers ; yours like poets. 

But if the French are your ſuperiors in gallantry, 
there are many things which, in return, we may bor- 
row of you: to the Engliſh theatre I am indebted for 


— 1 K 


* Mr. Voltaire was miſtaken in this particular, as no tranſla- 
tion of his Brutus was ever exhibiteSon the Engi ſtage. 


the 
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the liberty which I have taken of bringing the names 
of our kings and antient families upon the ſtage: a 
novelty of this kind may perhaps be the means of in- 


troducing amongſt us a ſpecies of tragedy hitherto | 


unknown, and which we ſeem to want. Some hap - 
py geniuſſes will, I make no doubt, riſe up, who 
will bring to perfeQion that idea, of which Zara is 
but a flight ſketch : as long as literature meets with 
protection in France, we ſhall always have writers 
enough : nature every day forms men of talents 
and abilities; we have nothing to do but to en- 


courage and employ them: but if thoſe which dif- 


tinguiſh themſelves are not ſupported by ſome ho- 
nourable recompence, and by the ſtil] more pleaſing 
charm of admiration, all the fine arts muſt ſoon pe- 


— 


riſh, even though ſo many edifices have been rais d 


to ſhelter and protect them: the noble plantation of 
Louis XIV. would die away for want of culture: 
the public might till have taſte, but there wou'd 
be no eminent maſters 2 the ſculptor in his academy 
wou'd ſee a number of indifferent pupils about him, 
but never have the ambition to imitate Grrardon and 
Pujet : the painter wou'd reſt ſatisfied with excelling 
his cotemporaries, but wou'd neverthink of rivalling 


Poo in may the ſucceſſors of Lewis XIV. always 
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follow the example of that great monarch, who in- 
fpir'd every artiſt with emulation ! encourag'd: at 
the ſame time a Racine and a Van Robais he carry'd 
our commerce and our glory to the furtheſt part, of 
the globe, and extended his bounty to foreigners of 
all nations, who were aſtoniſh'd at the fame and re- 
wards which our court beſtow'd upon them: where- 
ever merit appear'd, it found a patron in Louis XIV. 


Where'er that bounteous ſtar its influence ſhed, 

Fair merit rais'd her long-declining head ; 

His royal hand. fpread honours, wealth, and fame, 
Then Vivieni, then Caſſini came: 
Newton refus'd a gift from France's throne, _ 
Or Newton too, thou know'ſt, had been our own , 

Theſe are the deeds that raiſe our Gallia's fame; 
Theſe, Louis, will immortaliſe thy name, 

And truly make thee, what thou wert deſign 'd, 
Ihe univerſal monarch of mankind, 


You have no atiatcbs equal to the munificent 
donations of our kings; but then your people ſup. 
ply the . want of them : you don't ſtand in need of 
royal favour to honour and reward ſuperior talents 
of every kind.” Steel and Vanbrugh were comedy 
writers, and at. the ſame t time members of parlia- 
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ment: the primacy given to Dr, Tillotſon, Newton 
honour'd with an important truſt, Prior made an 
ambaſſador, and Addiſon a miniſter of ſtate, are but 
the common and ordinary conſequences of the re- 
gard which you pay to merit and to great men * 
you heap riches on them whillt they live, and erect 
monuments and ſtatues to them after their death : : 
even your celebrated actreſſes have places in your 
churches, near the great poets. 


« Your Olaßeld, and her predeceſſor — 
in conſideration of their having been ſo agteeable to 
the public when in their prime, their courſe finiſꝭ d, 
were, by the conſent of your whole nation, ho- 
nour'd with a pompous: funeral, and their remains 
carry'd under a velvet pall,, and lodg'd in your 
church with the greateſt magnificence : their ſpirits ,.. 
no doubt, are ſtill proud of it, and boaſt of the 
honour in the ſhades below : whilft the divine 
Moliere, who was far more worthy of it, cou'd 
ſcarce obtain leave to fleep in a church- yard; and 
the amiable Le Couvreur, whoſe eyes I clos'd, cou'd 


not even ſo much as obtain two wax-tapers and 
coffin; 


ry'd away her corpſe by night in a hackney- coach 
to. the banks of the river: do you not even now 


M 4 ſea. | 


Monſ. de Laubiniere, out of charity, ca- 
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ſee the god of love breaking his arrows in a rage, 
and Melpomene in tears, baniſhing herſelf from that 
ungrateful place which % Couvreur had fo long 
adorn'd. | 

But every thing, in theſe our days, conſpires to 
reduce France to that ſtate of barbariſm from which 
Louis XIV. and cardinal Richlieu had deliver'd her: 
a curſe on that policy which knows not the value 
of the fine arts! the world is peopled with nations 
as powerful as our own; how happens it then that 
we look on them with fo little eſteem ? for the ſame 
reafon perhaps that we Leſpiſe the company of a 
| dich man, whoſe mind is taſtelefs and uncultivated : 
do not imagine that this empire of wit, this glory 
of being the univerſal model for mankind, is a 
trifling diſtinction, it is the infallible mark of the 
grandeur of akingdom: under the greateſt princes 
the arts have always flouriſh'd, and their decay is 
often ſucceeded by that of the ſtate itſelf : hiſtory 
will ſupply us with ample proofs of it; but this 
wou'd lead me too far out of my ſubject: I ſhall 
finiſh this letter, which is already too long, with alit- 
tle performance, which naturally demands a place at 


| the head of this tragedy : an epiſtle, in verſe to the 


actreſs who play'd the part of Zara; I owe her at 
leaſt this compliment for the manner in which ſhe 
- acquitted herſelf on that occaſion, 


For 


* 
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* For the prophet of Mecca never had Greet or 
Arabian in his ſeraglio ſo beautiful or ſo genteel ; 
her black eyes, ſo finely arch'd and full of tender- 
neſs, with her excellent voice, mien, and carriage; 
defended my performance againſt every auditor that 
had a mind to. be troubleſome: but when the reader 
catches me in his cloſet, all my honour, I fear, 
will be loſt.” 

Adieu, my dear friend, continue to cultivate philo- 
ſaphy and the Belles-letters,. without forgetting to 
ſend your ſhips to the Levant. 


L have the honour to remain, &c. 
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SECOND LETTER 
ö 
Mr. FALK N E R. 
Then Ambaſſador at Coxsr AN INOPLE, 
From the Second Edition of the Tragedy of TARA. 


My dear friend, 
OR your dignity of ambaſſador only makes 
our friendſhip more reſpectable, and ſhall not 
prevent my making uſe of a title even more ſacred 
than that of miniſter; the name of Friend is much 
above that of, your Excellency. I now dedicate to 
the ambaſſador of a great king, and a free nation» 
what I had before addreſs'd to a plain citizen, and 
an Engliſh merchant : thoſe who know how much 
commerce is reſpected in your country, muſt know 
that a tradeſman is there ſometimes a legiſlator, a 
good officer, and a public miniſter, 

Some ridiculous people, who; had fallen in with 
the faſhion, of paying reſpect to nothing but nobility, 


thought propex to laugh at the novelty of a dedica- 
| tion 
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tion to a man who had nothing but merit to recom-- 
mend him: who took the liberty on a ſtage ſacred 
to calumny and bad taſte, to inſult the author of 
that dedication, and * to reproach the gentleman to- 
whom it was addre'sd for being a merchant : but 
we muſt not, fir, impute to our whole nation an 
affront ſo groſs and illiberal, that people, ever ſo 
uncivilis'd, wou'd have been aſham'd to commits 
The magiſtrates of our police, who are conſtantly. 
employ'd in reQifying abuſes of this kind, were, 
to the laſt degree, ſurpris'd at it: but the contempt 
and ignominy with which the public have branded: 
the acknowledg'd author of this indignity, ate, I 
hope, a freſh proof of French politeneſs :- thoſe vir- 
tues, which form the character of a whole people, 
are often contradifted, and, as it were call'd in 
queſtion by the vices of an individual; there were 
ſome voluptuaries, we know, even at Lacedemon : 
there-have been low and fooliſh fellows in England, 
men without taſte, or good breeding, at Athens.; 3 
and ſo there are in Paris. 


8 4 2 * 
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Mr Falkner, and ſome other gentlemen of character, were 
affronted at the Theatre Ttalienne at Paris, by ſome injurious. re- 
ſtections thrown out upon them in a contemptible * en 
. which was hiſs' d by the audience, 
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You will, I hope, forget them, fir, as they are for- 
goiten by the world, and receive this ſecond mark of 
my reſpects: they are due to you ftill more than 
they were before, as this tragedy has made its ap - 
pearance at London. It has been tranſlated, and act- 
ed with ſo much ſucceſs, and the author of it ſpoken 
of with ſo much regard and politeneſs, that I ought 
to return my publick thanks to the whole nation. 

I do not know how to acquit my obligations to 
you by any other means, than acquainting my coun- 
trymen here with the particulars of the tranſlation, 

and repreſentation of Zara on the Engliſh ſtage. 
Mr. Hill, a man of letters, and one who ſeems 
to underſtand the theatre better than any Engliſh 
author, did me the honour to tranſlate this piece, 

with the deſign of introducing ſomething new on 
your ſtage, both with regard to the manner of writ- 
ing tragedies, and of repeating them. I ſhall ſpeak, 
by and by, of the repreſentation, 

| The art of declaiming was for a long time amongſt 
you intirely out of nature; moſt of your tragic ac- 
tors expreſſed themſelves more like poets ſeized with 
rapturous enthuſiaſm, than like men inſpired by a 

real paſſion, Several of your comedians were even 


more intolerable, they roared out their verſes with 
an 
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an impetuous fury, that was no more like the na- 
tural tone, than convulſions and diſtortions are to 
an eaſy and noble carriage. This air of riot and 
tumult ſeemed intirely foreign to your nation, which 
is naturally fober and grave, even to ſueh a degree, 
as frequently to appear cold and unanimated in the 
eye of a ſtranger. Your preachers. never indulge 
' themſelves in a declamatory. tone, and you- would 
laugh at a pleader at the bar, who ſhould work him- 
ſelf up into a paſſion :. the players were the only out- 
ragious ſet of people in the kingdom. Our actors 
and actteſſes alſo, particularly the latter, were guilty 
of this for many years. M. le Couureur was the firſt 
who broke them of it: thus an Italian writer, a man 
of great ſenſe and parts, ſpeaks of her: 


La legiadra Couvreur ſola non trotta 

Per quella ſtrade dove i ſuoi compagni. 
Van di galoppo tutti quanti in frotta, 

Se auvien ch'ella pianga, o che fi lagni 
Senza quelli urli ſpaventoſi loro 

Ti muove fi che in pianger l'accompagni. 


Tne ſame change which i Couvrenur effected on our 
ſtage, Mrs. Cibber brought about on your's, in the 
part of Zara: how aſtoniſhing it is, that in every art 


; it 
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it ſfould be ſo long before we arrive at the ſimple 
and the natural! 

A novelty that muſt appear ſtill more extraordinary 
to a Frenohman is, that a gentleman of your coun- 
try , a man of rank and fortune, ſhould condeſcend 
to play the part of Oſman.. It was an intereſting cir- 
cumſtance to ſee the two principal characters repre- 
ſented, one by a perſon of condition, and the other by 
a young actreſs not above eighteen years of age, who 
had never repeated a line beſore in her life. This in- 
ſtance of a gentleman's exerciſing his talents for de- 
clamation is not ſingular amongſt you; it is perhaps 
more ſurpriſing that we ſhould wonder at it: we 
ought certainly to reflect, that every thing in this 
world depends upon cuſtom and opinion: the court of 
France have danc'd on the ſtage with the actors of the 
opera, and we thought there was nothing ſtrange in 
it, but that the faſhion of this kind of entertainment 
ſhould be diſcontinued. Why ſhould it be more ex- 
traordinary for people to write than to dance in pub- 


— 
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9 This gentleman whom Mr. Voltaire calls a man of rant and 
Portune, and a perſon of condition, who was ſo condeſcending,. was 
nothing more than a nephew of Aaron Hill's, who had more 
paſſion than genius for the ſtage, and play'd the part ef Oſman 
ſo execrably, that he was hiſs'd' off, and never, I believe, made 
his appearance there afterwards, k , 

| IC.!. 
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lie? is there any difference between theſe two arts, 
except that the one is as. much above the other, as- 
the perfeCtions of the mind are ſuperior to thoſe of 
the body; I have faid it before, and I ſay ſo ſtill, 
none of the polite arts are contemptible; and to be 
aſham'd of talents of any kind, is of all things the 
moſt ſhameful. 

I come now to the tranſlation of Zara, and the 
change which has been made amongſt you with re- 
gard to the drama. 

You had a ſtrange cuſtom, which even Mr. Ad- 
diſon, the chaſteſt of your writers, adopted, ſo often 
does cuſtom get the better of ſenſe and reaſon; I 
mean, the ridiculous cuſtom of finiſhing every act by 
verſes in a different taſte from the reſt of the piece, 
which verſes uſually conſiſted of a ſimile. Phædra, 
as ſhe leaves the ſtage, compares herſelf to a biteh; 
Cato to a rock, and Cleopatra to children that cry 
themſelves aſlee p. The tranſlator of Zara was the 
firſt who dared to maintain the rights of nature 
_ a cuſtom ſo directly oppoſite to her“. He 

_ proſcrib'd 
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A perſon unacquainted with the Engliſß ſtage would natu- 
rally imagine, from Mr. Voltaire s character of Aaron Hill, that 
he was one of the greateſt poets we ever had; and yet, in reality, 
nothing can be more labour'd, ſtiff, and obſcure, than his __ 
an 
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proſcrih'd' this cuſtom, well knowing that paſſion 
ſhould always ſpeak its own language, and that the 
poet ſhould diſappear, to make room for the hero. 
Upon this principle he has tranſlated plainly, and 
| without any unneceſfary ornaments, all the ſimple- 
- verſes of the piece, which muſt have been-entirely 
ſpoiled by an endeavour to render them beautiful, 
ſuch as, 


On ne peut defirer ce qu'on-ne connoit pas. 


J euſſe ẽtẽ pres du Gange eſclave des faux dieux il 
Chretienne dans Paris, Muſulmane en ces lieux. 


Mais Oroſmane m'aime, & j'ai tout oubliẽ. 


Non, la reconnoiſſance eſt un foible retour 
Vn tribut offenſant, trop peu fait pour Vamour.. 


Je me croirois hai-d'etre aim foiblement. 
Je veux avec exces vous aimer & vous plaire.. 
L'art n'eſt pas fait pour toi, tu n'en a pas beſoin. 


L'art le plus innocent tient de la perfidie. 


— — 


and expreſſion in every one of his pieces, thougb he was not 
without taſte, and ſentiment. But if Mr. Voltalre had not been 
ſwway' d more by prejudice than judgment, he would not ſo raſhly 
have condemn'd our theatre, nor * _— at the bead. 
ei our * writers. 
All. 


* 
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All the verſes that are in this fine taſte of ſimpli- 
City, are render'd word for word into Engliſh: they 
might very eaſily have been adorn'd, but the tranſla- 
tor judg'd in a different manner from ſeveral of my. 
countrymen; he liked the verſes, and retained there- 
fore all the ſimplicity of them; the ſtile indeed ought 
always to be agreeable to the ſubject ; Alzira, Brutus, 
and Zara, for example, required three different kinds 
of verſthcation : if Berenice complained of Titus, and 
Ariadne of Theſeus, in the ſtile of Cinna, neither Be- 
renice nor Ariadne would pleaſe or affect us; we can 
never talk well of love, if we ſearch after any other 
ornaments but truth and ſimplicity. 
This is not the place to examine whether it be 
right or wrong, to put ſo much love into our drama - 
tic performances: I will even allow it to be a fault, 
but it is a fault which will always be univerſal; nor 
do | know what name to give that fault, which is the 
delight of all mankind: one thing I am ſatisſy'd of, 
that the French have ſucceeded better in it than all o- 
ther nations, antient and modern, put together: love 
appears on our ſtage with more decorum, more deli- 
_ cacy, and truth, than we meet with on any other; 
and the reaſon is, becauſe of all nations the Frenchare 
beſt acquainted with ſociety: the perpetual commerce 


and 
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and intercourſe of the two ſexes, carry'd on with 
fo much vivacity and good breeding, has intro- 
duc'd amongſt us a politeneſs unknown to all the 
world but ourſelves, 

Society principally depends on the fair ſex: all 
thoſe nations who are ſo unhappy as to confine their 
women are unſociable: the auſterity of your man- 
ners, your political quarrels, and religions wars, that 
render'd you favage and barbarous, depriv'd you, 
even down to the age of Charles. II. of the pleaſures 
of ſociety, even in the boſom of liberty: the poets 
therefore, neither of your country, nor of any other, 
knew any thing of the manner in which love ought 
to be treated. ; 

Good comedy was utterly unknown amongſt us 
till the days of Moliere; as was the art of expreſſing 
our ſentiments with delicacy till thoſe of Racine, 
becauſe fociety had not attain'd to any degree of per- 
fection before that time: a poet cannot paint in his 
cloſet, manners which he has never ſeen; and wou'd 
' fooner write a hundred odes and epiſtles than one 
ſcene where nature muſt ſpeak: your Dryden, who 
was in other reſpects a great genius, put into the 
mouth of his heroes in love, either high-flown ſtrains 
of rhetorical flouriſh, or ſomething indecent, two 
things equally oppoſite to tender neſs. 


: \i 
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If Mr. Racine makes Titus ſay, 


Depuis cinq ans entiers chaque jour je la vois 
Et croi toujours la voi pour la premiere fois. 


Your Dryden makes Antony ſay, 


———— how I lov'd, 
Witneſs ye days and nights, and all ye hours, 
That danc'd away with down upon your feet, 
As all your buſineſs were to count my love, 
1 One day paſt by, and nothing ſaw but love; 
] Another came, and ſtill *twas only love: 
) The ſuns were weary'd out with WY ons 
1 And I untir'd nnen ——— 


It i is very difficult to conceive that Antony ſhou'd 


ever really talk thus to Cleopatra. In the ſame play. 
5 Cleopatra ſpeaks thus to Antony: | ; 
e. 

= Come to me, come my ſoldier, to my arms, 

is You've been too long away from my embraces z- - 
"4 But when I have you faſt, and all my own, 

10 With broken murmurs, and with amorous ſighs, 
ho I'll ſay, you were unkind, and puniſh you, 

he And mark you red with many an eager kiſs. _ 


It is not improbable but that Cleopatra might fre- 
quently talk thus, but indecencies of this kind are 
not to be repreſented before a reſpectable audience: 


ſome 
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fome of your countrymen may perhaps ſay, this is 
pure nature; but we may tell them in anſwer, that 
if it be ſo, it is that nature which ought carefully 
to be conceal'd: it ſhews but little knowledge of 
human nature, to imagine that we can pleaſe the 
more by preſenting thefe licentious images; on the 
contrary, it is ſhutting up the avenues to true plea- 
fure: where every thing is at once diſcover'd we 
are diſguſted ; there remains no more to look for or 
defire; and in our purfuit of pleaſure we meet with 
langour and fatiety: this is the reaſon why thoſe, 
who are truly qualify'd for ſociety, taſte pleaſures 
far more exquiſite than groſſer appetites can have 
any idea of: the ſpectators, in this caſe, are like 
lovers who are ſatiated by too quick poſſeſſion: 
thoſe ideas which, when brought too cloſe, wou'd 
make us bluſh, ſhou'd be ſeen as it were thro” a cloud. 
It is this veil to which, to a right mind, they are 

indebted for all their charms: there is no pleaſure with- 
_ out.decorum®,, The French are certainly better ac- 
quainted with this than any other nation upon earth; 


_—_— 


— 
—_— 


—__J 


* There is no expreſſion in the Engiiþ language which fully 
comprehends the meaning of the French word Bienſeance, which. 
notwithſtanding, unfortunately for a.tranſlator, being a favourite 
phraſe, recurs in almoſt every page: as does alſo the word Nativge,. 
for wiich we have no term in all reſpeQs correſpondent to it. 


not 


- 
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not becauſe they are without genius and ſpirit, as the 


unequal and impetuous Dryden has ridiculouſly af- 


ſerted; but becauſe ever ſince the regency of Anne of 
Auſtria, they have been the moſt ſociable and the 
moſt poliſh'd people in the univerſe: and this polite- 
neſs is not an arbitrary thing, like what they call 
civility, but a law of nature, which they have hap- 


pily cultivated far beyond any other nation. 


The tranflator of Zara has, almoſt throughout 
his whole piece, ſtrictly obſerv'd thoſe decencies of 
the ſtage which are common to us both; but there 
are, at the ſame time, ſome places where he has in- 
tirely adher'd to ancient cuſtoms. 

For inſtance, when in the Engliſh piece Oſman 
comes to tell Zara that he can no longer love her, 
ſhe anſwers him by rolling upon the ground: the Sul- 
tan is not mov'd at ſeeing her in this ridiculous poſ- 
ture of deſpair, and yet the moment after is aſto-- 
niſh'd at Zara's weeping, and cries ou, 

Zara, thou weep'ſt! 
He ſhou'd have ſaid to her before, 


Zara, thou roll'ſt upon the ground! 


Inſomuch that thoſe three words, Zara thou weep? fo, 


which have ſo fine an effect on our ſtage, have none 
on yours, becauſe they were diſplac'd : thoſe familiar 
| and 
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ſimple expreſſions derive all their power from the 
manner in which they are introduc'd. Ay lerd, 


vou change countenance, is nothing of itſelf: but when 


theſe words are pronounc'd by nee we 
- ſhudder at them. | 

To fay nothing but what we ought t to ſay, and 
that in the manner in which it ought to be ſaid, is 


a point of perfection which the French bave come 


nigher to than the writers, myſelf excepted, of other 
countries: on this ſubje& we have, I think, a right 
to dictate to them: you can teach us perhaps greater 
und more uſeful things, we ought to acknowledge 
it. The French, who have wrote againſt Sir /agc 
Newton's diſcoveries, with regard to light and co- 
Tours, are aſham'd of it; thoſe Who oppoſe his ſyſtem 
of gravitation will ſoon be ſtill more ſo. 

You ought to ſubmit to our rules of the ſtage, as 
we ſubmit to your philoſophy: we'have made as 
good experiments on the human heart, as you have 
in phyſics: the art of pleaſing ſeems to be the art 
of Frenchmen; the art of thinking is all your own, 
Happy are thoſe, fir, who, like you, can unite 


I am, SIR, &c, 
Exp of the FouxTH VoLumE. 


* 


